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For Your Lenten Reading 


Wide assortment of devotional booklets 


(CD The Marian Year. The Encyclical, Of- 
ficial Prayer and indulgences. 10c. 


(-D Prayers of the Mass. Handy pockct 
guide for daily reference. 10c 


() The Holy Hour (4 forms) for public 
and private devotion. 10c 


(CD Stations of the Cross. Handy pocket 
guide with meditations by Father 
Conroy. 10c 


(2 Spiritual Guide for the Rosary. For 
greater appreciation and devotion 
when you ponder the mysteri2s. 10c 


(J The Agony in the Garden. 32 pages 
of inspirational reading about one 
phase of our Lord’s Passion. 20c 


(_] Mysteries of the Rosary. Do you re- 
member them? Refresh your mem- 
ory and meditate properly on each 
one. 10c each. 


CUA Guide for Contession. Get the hab- 
it of using this handy manual to 
make each confession complete. 10c 


() Communion Prayers for Everyday. A 
group of refreshing new prayers and 
devotions for everyday use. 10c¢ 


Devotion of the THREE HOURS 


Your own copy of the Tre Ore for Good Friday 


You need no other book to fill the three hours on Good Friday 


afternoon. 


Order the best and most popular and complete 


booklet on the market for this special service to commemorate 


the Three Hours our Blessed Lord suf- 
fered and died on the cross at Calvary. 


() The Seven Last Words. Meditate rev- 
erently, assisted by Bishop Sheen. 10c 


[) The Life of Jesus. An inspiring, de- 


votional book, well illustrated and 
paper bound. $1 each. 

() Novena Holy Hour. Get more out of 
every service with this handy manual. 
15¢ each. 

(CD The Way of the Cross. This Scriptural 
Edition is recommended for public 
and private devotions. 10c¢ each. 

(0 That Backward Collar. Learn more 
about the priest’s side of religion. 
Very good, interesting reading. 10c 

[] What the Mass Means. Undesstand 
fully the real meaning, to help you 
attend Mass more reverently. 35c 


25c PER COPY 


Indul- 


gences. One of the handiest, most 
valuable pamphlets you will ever 
own! each. 


(_] Little Prayers with Plenary 


() Father Smith Instructs Jackson. A 
complete refresher-course on the 
Catholic faith, in popular question- 
and-answer form. Ideal for convert 
reading. $1 each. 


(Short Prayers for Busy People. Carry 


it in your pocket or purse. You'll 
want to use it each day. 10c each. 
(1 The Queen of Seven Swords. Bishop 


Sheen's meditations provide many 
moments of serious devotion.  10c 
(C0 Forgiven. Tine full meaning of .epen- 
tance and God's forgiveness. 10c each 
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To Thee We Turn 


Jesus of the Scars 


Most Rev. Fulton J. Sheen* 


AS a soldier may return from 

war wearing the ribbons of 
victory, so Jesus rises from the 
dead wearing the scars of battle 
against sin! 

Everywhere in the Easter 
scenes we meet a Great Soldier 
with His Scars! Mary Magdalen 
who had anointed His Feet for 
His burial just a few days before, 
and then once again knelt at His 
Feet on Calvary’s Hill, now on 
Easter morn recognizes Him to 
be, not the Gardener but the Risen 
Savior, as clinging to His Feet she 
sees there the livid red memories 
of riven steel. 

As the ten Apostles and their 
companions gathered around the 
evening lamp, in conversation with 
the travelers of Emmaus, — sud- 
denly, silently, without shadow, 
sound, without the lifting of a bolt, 
or the stirring of the latch, Jesus 
appears in the midst of them, say- 
ing: “Peace be upon you; it is 
myself, do not be afraid.” 

Cowering in terror, He reas- 
sures them, saying: “Look at my 
hands and my feet, to be assured 
that it is myself; touch me, and 
look.” 


*Reprinted from the booklet “The Love That Waits for You,” Our Sunday Visitor, Hunt- 


ington, Indiana; 35¢ per copy. 


Copyright, Our Sunday Visitor, Inc., Huntington, Indiana, 1934 


And as He spoke thus, he show- 
ed them His Hands and His Feet 
(Luke, 24:39,40). Hands that had 
lifted up blind eyes to the sight of 
God’s sunshine; Feet that climbed 
the mountain’s stairs to a midnight 
holy of Holies to pray—but now 
Hands and Feet that show like 
luminous stars! 


Thomas, The Individualist 


Later on Thomas, the indi- 
vidualist, who was not with the 
other Apostles when the Savior 
appeared—missing spiritual oppor- 
tunities may cause doubt—when he 
was told by the disciples: “We have 
seen the Lord,” answers: “Until I 
have seen the mark of the nails on 
his hands, until I have put my fing- 
er into the mark of the nails, and 
put my hand into his side, you 
will never make me believe” (John, 
20-25). 

There are two kinds of unbelief: 
Those who say something is not 
true, because they wish it were not 
true; and those who say something 
is not true, because they wish that 
it was. This latter kind is curable. 

After eight days of the gloom 
that comes from doubt, the Savior 
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‘appears to the Doubter and says: 
‘“Let me have thy finger; see, here 
~are my hands. Let me have thy 
hand; put it into my side. Cease 
thy doubting and believe” (John, 
20-27). Thomas casts himself at His 
Feet, saying: “My Lord and My 
God” (John, 20-28). 

O Captain of the wars! 

Why wear ye these scars? 


First, to prove the law of Chris- 
tian life that no one shall be crown- 
ed unless he has struggled; that no 
crowns of merit rest suspended on 
those who do not fight; that un- 
‘less there is a Good Friday in our 
lives there will never be an Easter 
Sunday; that no one ever rises to a 
higher life without death to a lower 
one; that God hates peace in those 
who are destined for war. 


To Prove His Love 


Secondly, to prove His love. 
True love seeks not its own good, 
but the good of the other. As hu- 
man love relieves the physical 


pains of others, so Divine Love re- 
lieves the moral evils of others. 


True love is proven not by words 
but by offering something to the 
one loved, and the greatest offer- 
ing one can give is not what one 
has, but one’s very life. Every scar 
tells the story: “Greater love than 
this no man hath.” 

Thirdly, to solicit our love: He 
rose not with wounds for those 
would betoken a weakness after 
battle, but with scars, glorious 
medals of victory on Hands and 
Feet and Side. 

As a little child may say to a 
wounded or scarred soldier: “How 
did that happen?,” so Our Lord 
shows us His scars, that by our 
childish questioning, He might 
tell us: “I did this all for you!” 

There are some who would 
have an unscarred Christ; they 
would have the Christ on the 
Mount of Beatitudes because they 
love beautiful sayings, but not the 
Christ on the Mount of Calvary 
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because they deny they have ever 
sinned. 

They aie have the Son of 
Man, but not the Son of God; the 
cowardly Christ who shuns sacri- 
fice; who would have a _ victory 
without a battle, a glory without 
a struggle, a heaven without a 
hell; a broadminded Christ who is 
indifferent to virtue and vice, who 
knows no good sublime enough to 
die to espouse; and no evil wicked 
enough to condemn; the Tolerant 
Christ who never made scourges 
to drive charlatans out of the 
Temple, who never bade us cut 
off hands and feet and pluck out 
eyes rather than sin, who never 
mentions hell or the devil or di- 
vorce. 


Not Just A Teacher 


Take your tawdry, cheap Christ 
Whom you call a moral teacher 
and ethical reformer, a social plan- 
ner; Whom you put on the same 
plane as Buddha, Confucius, 
Laotze and Whom you call a good 
man, 


Christ is not just a good man, 
for good men do not lie. If He is 
not what He claimed to be, the 
Son of the Living God, then He 
is the greatest liar, charlatan and 
deceiver the world ever 
known! 

If He is not the Christ, the Son 
of the Living God, then He is 
anti-Christ, but He is not just a 
good man, 

A good man does not drive 


others to despair, but this is what 
He does, if the noblest life that 
ever the world has known can 
promise virtue no other reward 
than to hang on a gibbet to make 
a Roman holiday. 


If your weak, tolerant Christ 
be right, then wrong must be 
right; then what matter if we be 
saints or devils, if Christ on a tree 
or Judas on a halter must both 
taste eternal death! 


Take your human Christ Who 
cannot save the Truth He preach- 
ed, but drowns with Him for 
whom He risked His life. Take 
your soft Christ, you polluters of 
Divinity, Who make Him just a 
man! Ye sculptors, writers, dra- 
matists and poets, ye so-called 
men of God! Take your weak 
Christ Who could bless the seed 
that died to live again, but was 
not strong enough who called 
Himself the Seed of Life once 
dead to rise again! 

Look to the flowers and grass 
and herbs that wake from win- 
ter’s death! Will you deny that 
He Who made the blossoms break 
for April’s sake, cannot Himself 
awake and move the stone from 
out of the tomb? 


We Need Jesus Of Scars 


We need the Risen Jesus of the 
Scars for our times! 

The only language we speak 
today is “blood, sweat and tears.” 
A God without scars cannot un- 
derstand our times: In this mid- 
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night hour of hopeless longing 
where even rivers run blood, and 
all the just of earth are a broken 
brood, when men are broken in 
heart, alone, and impotent, and 
where all men stand unmasked — 
to us no soft Christ can speak! 


Who can speak to those behind 
an Iron Curtain except a God on 
Whom it was once pulled down! 

Who can solace the Minds- 
zentys, the Ordas, the Stepinacs, 
except Him who alone has suffer- 
ed under Pontius Pilate! 

Who can give courage to Poles, 
Lithuanians, Hungarians and the 
other dwellers in the catacombs 
of Eastern Europe, except Him 
who was once in the underground 
to give to this earth its greatest 
wound — an empty tomb! 

Hold up your hands, ye people 
of Siberia; ye whose sides have 
been dug with a sickle and ye 
whose hands have been beaten 
with a hammer! Who can give you 
hope but Him Who can match 
your wounds with His Scars? Ye 
225,000,000 good people of Rus- 
sia, who are crucified by a minor- 
ity of 6,000,000, where shall you 
find courage except in Him whose 
life reveals that though the devil 
has his hour, it is God Who wins 
the day! 


For Those In Sorrow 


Only a Jesus of the Scars can 
speak to those who sorrow! Take 
your soft Christ; He is alien to 
our tears and broken hearts! What 


answer is there for the wounded, — 
the sick and the dying; the un- 
pitied, unheeded and alone; the 
veterans of wars, the children 
starved for lack of bread, for all 
who in their agony shout: “Does 
God know what it is to suffer? 
Did He ever go without bread for 
forty days? Was He ever betrayed? 
Was He ever abandoned? Was . 
His Body ever racked with pain 
and what did He do?” 


Jesus of the Scars knows what 
pain is. And if He Who is God 
took pain upon Himself it must 
be that somehow or other it fits 
into God’s plans, therefore He 
could promise your sorrow shall 
be turned into joy. 


He Came To Die 


Jesus of the Scars assured us 
that evil will never have an ulti- 
mate victory. The worst thing that 
evil can do is not to bomb cities, 
but to kill Goodness itself. But 
being defeated in its mightiest 
moment when evil used its strong- 
est arms by His Resurrection from © 
the dead, we may be sure that it 
will never be victorious again. 
Well, indeed, may the nail-torn 
Christ say: “I have overcome the 
world.” 

Jesus of the Scars knows what 
death is, for He is the only one 
Who ever came to this world to 
die. Everyone else comes to live; 
death was a stumbling block to 
Socrates; it interrupted the teach- 
ing of Buddha. But to Christ, it 


JESUS OF THE SCARS 


was the goal of His Life, the gold 
that He was seeking. 


Breaking those bonds of the 
grave, by His Resurrection, He has 
taught us to say: “O death, where 
is thy victory? O grave, where is 
thy sting?” No longer can men 
say there are no tears in the eyes 
of the Eternal, no pain in the 
heart of God. 

Take then your Christ with 
lily-white Hands, with uncrimson- 
ed robes and unpierced brows, 
and Eyes undimmed by sorrow! 
Take Him from our midst! He is 
too soft for these hards days! 


Thomas Our Spokesman 


Scarred men come for healing 
only to scarred Hands! Only a 
Risen Jesus with scars can under- 
stand our hearts. This is not an 
age of wars, but an age of scars! 
We all have scars! Everybody! 
Scars on bodies — the wounds of 
war; scars on souls — the wounds 
of godlessness. Scars of hate, fear, 
anxiety, melancholy, _ bitterness! 
Either scars fighting against Thee 
or scars fighting with Thee! Scars 
born of the offensive against Love; 
Scars born of the defense of Love! 

Come Jesus of the Scars, I am 
not strong, until Thy pierced Hand 
clasps my own; I am not brave 
till I see the pledge of victory on 
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Thy Heart; and I am not free, 
till Thou dost bind me to Thy 
Scars! 

Too long have we been hard 
on Thomas! He is now our spokes- 
man — greater than all the rest! 
Since the world has scars, death 
surrounds and evil is strong, we 
too say: “Until I have seen the 
mark of the nails on his hands, 
until I have put my finger into 
the mark of the nails, and put 
my hand into his side, you will 
never make me believe” (John, 20- 
25). 


“If we have never sought, we seek 
Thee now; 

Thine eves burn through the dark, 
our only stars; 

We must have sight of thornpricks 
on Thy brow, 

We must have Thee, O Jesus of 
the Scars. 


“The other gods were strong; but 
Thou wast weak; 

They rode, but Thou didst stum- 
ble to a throne; 

But to our wounds only God’s 
wounds can speak, 

And not a god has wounds, but 
Thou alone.” 


(Edward Shillito No. 737; James 
Dalton Morrison Masterpieces of 
Religious Verse.) 


It is interesting how a materialistic civilization describes 
the rich as suffering from an “anxiety neurosis,” and the poor 
as being plain “nuts” or “crackpots.”—Bishop Fulton J. Sheen, 


Three To Get Married. 
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Keep the Door Open 


What to Do About — 
Bad Marriages 


Rev. Joseph Manton, C.SS.R. 
Condensed from a Catholic Hour Radio Talk* 


HIS article is about a certain 
type of letter which is com- 
ing to me more and more 
frequently. The words are always 
heart-broken, the pages often tear- 
stained, the writer is usually a 
Catholic mother and the subject 
a straying daughter. 

Sometimes the paragraphs are 
typed and sometimes scribbled 
but the mother is generally weep- 
ing over her child’s bad marriage. 
“Here I thought I was doing every- 
thing I could, to rear her a good 
Catholic, and now she has run off 
and married outside the Church. 
For twenty years I tried to do my 
best, but I guess my best just 
wasn’t enough.” 

Thousands of mothers have 
groaned that bitter self-reproach, 
but it is undeserved, for how could 
anyone in his senses hold such a 
mother responsible for such a 
daughter? 


Way back in the Scriptures, 


centuries before the coming of 
Christ, poor, patient Job winced 
with that same sick futile feeling. 
It is the bleak disappointment of 
having been let down in the two 
tenderest areas of the heart, par 
enthood and religion. Job packed 
his reaction into one crushed sen- 
tence: “No man can lead another 
unto God.” 


And it is true. If anyone really 
wants to run away from God, there 
are no ropes that will hold him, 
not even heart-strings. But how 
often have I seen it, that event: 
ually the straying sinner is quietly 
caught and gently drawn back in 
the loop of a Mother’s well-fing: 
ered rosary. And this often hap: 
pens, even after the Mother ie 
dead! Out of her very grave her 
prayers bloom and bear tate 
fruit! 

But what about the sai 
present case where the Catholic 
daughter sets her pretty mouth 


*All Catholic Hour radio talks are published in pamphlet form by Our Sunday Visitor 
Press, Huntington, Indiana. 
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into a grim red line and marries 
outside the Church? 


We say she “marries” outside 
the Church. The sad cold fact is 
that she has gone through a mar- 
riage ceremony, but in the eyes 
of God’s Church, and therefore in 
the eyes of God, she is not mar- 
vied at all. 


It’s God’s Law 


This may strike some people as 
high-handed ecclesiastical _arro- 
gance, but suppose you look at it 
this way. Matrimony is a Sacra- 
iment; and the laws for validly re- 
ceiving the Sacraments lie with the 
Church. The same Christ who 
gave us the Sacraments, also gave 
us the Church to administer them. 
And one law for the Sacrament 
of Matrimony is that a Catholic 
must be married in the presence 
ef a priest and two witnesses. 


For that reason a Catholic can 
no more go to the City Hall to 
be married than he can go to City 
Hall to be baptized. He can no 
more be married by a_ minister 
than he can be confirmed or an- 
ointed by a minister. 

‘If these attitudes seem to be 
bits of stony arrogance, they are 
but chips off the central Rock, the 
doctrine that Our Blessed Lord 
founded only one true Church, 
and this is her teaching. In geology 
all rocks may be equal, in theol- 
ogy we believe there is only one: 
Peter, the Rock upon’ which 
Christ founded His Church. 
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Notice though that the Church 
does not go tinkling its bell and 
flourishing its book into the do- 
main of the state or into the con- 
science of the non-Catholic. Since 
marriage, besides being a spiritual 
Sacrament, is also a civil contract, 
certainly the State has the right 
to make laws for that contract like 
licenses, blood-tests and all the 
rest. since the Catholic 
Church does not make marriage 
laws for non-Catholics, she re- 
spects as valid any marriage of 
non-Catholics properly contracted 
whether performed by a minister 
or any lawful official. 

Invalid Marriages 


The marriage the Church does 
not recognize as valid, is the mar- 
riage entered into by a Catholic 
without the necessary priest and 
two witnesses. Such a_ Catholic 
would not be meeting a serious 
requirement for the valid recep- 
tion of a Sacrament, the Sacra- 
ment of Matrimony. 

Need I add that if Catholic par- 
ents attend such a marriage of 
their child, that is, one performed 
by a public official or a minister, 
these parents are cooperating in 
something which, according to the 
Church, is gravely sinful? But, you 
tell me, the ceremony has long 
since been performed. They (let 
us say the Catholic girl and the 
non-Catholic man) are living to- 
gether as man and wife. What 
should be done: about it, what at- 
titude taken? This is what the 
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Catholic parents want to know. . . 
they and their sisters and their 
brothers and their cousins and 
their aunts. 


Be Kinder Than Kind 


Well, if I were in your place I 
should try to be kinder than kind. 
I should try to remember that af- 
ter all the sin was not committed 
against me but against God, so 
what right have I to explode like 
a volcano? 

True, your heart may be a dark 
cave of disappointment, but if you 
come running out of it waving a 
club you may drive your daughter 
away from God forever. 

Nobody can approve what is 
wrong, but a brutal, blistering con- 
demnation of wrong isn’t always 
the best invitation to return to 
right. Use the blow-torch on a 
human soul, and instead of burn- 
ing off the stain, you may just 
harden it, fix it in deeper. 

So to the parents of such a 
daughter manacled to a bad mar- 
riage I would say: Pity her, pray 
for her, be kind to her, visit her. 

Yes, visit her! It is true you can- 
not approve her situation, but if 
you act gently and sympathetically 
(not like someone proudly deter- 
mined to win an argument but like 
someone humbly hoping to save a 
soul) you may be able to persuade 
her to have the marriage rectified. 

You would be surprised how of- 
ten this can be done — and done 
with no conspicuous church cere- 


mony — as long as neither the girl 
nor the man is entangled in any 
previous marriage. 

The curling whip of angry words 
will lash a person, but when you 
draw it back, the whip returns to 
you empty and the person is still 
away. Kindness is the only thin 
string you have to bring someone 
back. Violence breaks all ties, even 
family ties. 

Don’t try to nag her back into 
the Church or drag her back into 
the Church. Just build the path 
by little acts of kindness and more 
kindness, and prayers and more 
prayers, and then perhaps at the 
right mellow moment a simple 
word of loving suggestion from 
your heart may work wonders! 


Never Really Happy 


After all I cannot believe that 
a Catholic girl married outside the 
Catholic Church walks down any 
rose-paths of happiness while she 
is out of the Church. I hold that 
no matter ~ how luxuriously she 
seems to live on the outside, she is 
having a hard time on the inside, 
and if she doesn’t come back, it 
isn’t because she is happy in her 
exile, but only stubborn. 

One corner of her heart must 
always be in secret agony. She 
may of course even scream that 
she is perfectly contented, but 
when her loud protest dies down, 
there is her conscience still ring- 
ing like an insistent burglar alarm. 


Why not? You cannot be a 
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Catholic all your living days, and 
know it is the only True Faith, 
and attend its Mass, and receive 
its Sacraments and say it beads — 
and then suddenly toss the whole 
thing into an ash barrel like an 
old Christmas tree. 


The Faith is a tree whose roots 
are sunk deep in any Catholic 
heart, and they don’t come out 
easily. As a matter of fact I don’t 
think they ever come out at all. 
I have talked with more than a 
few Catholic girls who had snap- 
ped their fingers in the face of 
God and had gone through the 
motions of a marriage outside the 
Church, but who years later 
quietly slipped through the side- 
door of the Church and came 
back. And when they do, when 
their bad marriage is reset like a 
broken Jeg, and blessed by the 
Church, the first thing they blurt 
out is that all this time, despite 
the love and pleasure and every- 
thing else, they were never really 
happy. Because you cannot slip 
happiness on like a necklace or 
imprint it like a kiss or wear it 
like a bridal gown. 


Happiness Starts Inside 


Happiness must come from 
within. It starts inside. But if in- 
side, deep down in the heart there 
is the gnawing knowledge that 
you have defied God in a serious 
matter, if over the soul hangs the 
black shadow of mortal sin, how 
can there ever be genuine joy? 


Turn on all the gay lights of 
pleasure, beat all the drums of 
distraction — guilt is still coiled 
down there like a snake in the 
shadow. 


This sense that all is not right 
goes with the girl on her very 
honeymoon; and when she is 
alone, the smile dies and _ she 
stares into space. Later this sad 
sense of living in sin, this longing 
for something missing that she 
desperately wants, taps her on the 
shoulder at the strangest places. 
She may suddenly feel it as she 
sees the crowds hurrying to Mid- 
night Mass at Christmas, or as 
she looks down into the casket of 
a close friend killed in an accident, 
or even as she comes upon the 
pictures in the newspaper of a 
wedding in her old church. . . the 
uneasiness is always there, like a 
dull steady tooth-ache in her con- 
science, a sharp sword in her 
deepest soul. 

Even among my readers some- 
one may be churning with the 
temptation to marry a man out- 
side the Church . . . possibly be- 
cause he is divorced and you can- 
not marry him in the Church. 
Well, he may be rich, and he may 
be handsome, and he may be able 
to give you everything — every- 
thing but happiness. How can you 
be happy when you will be telling 
the Almighty (not in words but 
in deed) that some human being 
means more to you than your God 
or your Faith? 
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Doesn’t it seem that St. Paul 
almost had just such a young girl 
in mind when he wrote to the 
Galatians: “I am astounded that 
you are so quick to be a de- 
serter! Who is it that has fascin- 
ated you, cast a spell over you that 
you refuse obedience to the true 
Gospel? Are you out of your 
senses that having begun spirit- 
ually you are now wholly taken 
up with the flesh?” 


That was the letter St. Paul 
wrote, but the girl who is going 
to marry outside the Church 
should leave a letter like this: 


“Dear Mom and Dad... I’m 
going to marry him at any cost. 


I don’t care whether your hearts 
are broken. I don’t care if I am a 
disgrace to my Catholic education. 
I don’t care if I'm leaving the 
Church and the Sacraments. [ 
don’t care whether my soul is 
damned. I don’t care if I’m re- 
sponsible for my children being 
lost to the faith, or their children. 
I care for nothing but myself, my 
will, my pleasure, my happiness.” 

There is an answer to that let- 
ter. It is: 

Nobody leaves God and finds 
happiness. And if you have lost it, 
a tortured heart yearning for the 
Communion Rail, the only way to 
find it is to come back to Him, the 
God of mercy and of love. 


Clear Title 


A Louisiana lawyer was trying to procure an R.F.C. loan 
for a client. The only collateral the client had was a piece of 
property near New Orleans. The lawyer was told that the loan 
would be granted if the title to the property was cleared back to 


1803. 


After much research, he was informed that he would 


have to clear the title prior to 1803. ; 
At this point, the R.F.C. received the following letter from 


the lawyer: 
“Gentlemen: 


“I thought that any educated man knew that Louisiana was 
purchased from France in 1803. France acquired Louisiana by 
right of conquest from Spain, and Spain acquired the title by 
right of discovery of Christopher Columbus in 1492. The voy- 
age was financed by Queen Isabella of Spain, who, being a 
devout Catholic, invoked the blessing of the Pope on the voy- 
age; the Pope, as anyone knows, is the vicar of Jesus Christ, - 
the Son of God. And God created the world out of nothing in- 
cluding that small piece of earth which my client owns down in 


Louisiana.”—The Grail 
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‘He Who Receives One Such Child...’ 


William W. Buechel 


Reprinted from The Voice of St. Jude* 


fF WAS just six years ago that 

my wife and I started out on an 
adventure that will have repercus- 
sions even in eternity. We were 
plenty scared at that time, believe 
me, even though we did not real- 
ize (nor do we yet fully realize) 
the far-reaching implications of the 
step we were about to take. 

But before I go further into this, 
let me flashback just a bit to round 
out the reasons why we embarked 
upon our (to us) unique adventure. 
We were married for a number of 
years, and God blessed us with two 
fine, healthy children, boys they 
were. Like most couples who try 
to have a correct sense of eternal 
values, we wanted more children 
than just two. As a matter of 
fact, we stood ready to take as 
many as it was the Lord’s pleasure 
to send us. 


Adventure Begins 


But God decreed no more chil- 
dren for the Buechels. Humanly 
speaking, we were heartbroken, 
but God’s Will alone mattered. 
We had our two boys. Lots of 


couples have none at all. How- 
ever, God knows what He is doing. 
He sees the overall picture, while 
we see but the working side. 

It was at this point that our ad- 
venture began, six years ago. It 
was like a bolt out of the blue 
that the thought came to us almost 
simultaneously, “There are lots 
of babies in the world who, 
for one reason or another, do not 
have mothers and fathers to take 
care of them and love them. Why 
don’t we see about adopting one?” 
That was the beginning, that was 
the starting gun, the drop of the 
green flag, or what have you. 
From that moment on, the adven- 
ture of adoption became our life. 


More Children, Or... 


But just as the happiness of the 
Garden of Paradise was marred by 
the wily serpent, so our anticipa- 
tory happiness was marred almost 
before it began. “Why have more 
children? God fixed things so we 
couldn’t have any more naturally. 
Why not let well enough alone? 
Besides, with only two children to 
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support, and those two pretty well 
grown up already, look at all the 
fun we can have. Our days of 
scrimping and saving a penny here 
and a nickel there are practically 
over. We can go on long vaca- 
tions. We can buy the latest mod- 
el car. Why, we can even afford 
to invest in a brand new house, 
and carry it without too much of 
a struggle. Why stick our necks 
out for someone else’s child, when 
we are practically sitting in the 
lap of luxury?” 

Temptation? You're not kidding. 
Especially when a couple has been 
married a dozen years, and have 
had to keep their noses to the 
grindstone every one of them. We 
saw other couples all about us 
who were having good times be- 
cause they weren't tied down with 
children. It was a bright picture 
to look at and, looking back at it 
now, it isn’t too hard to under- 
stand what Eve went through 
when she was accosted by the ser- 
pent. When all the bright and 
shiny baubles of the world are 
dangled before the eyes of us 
poor mortals, it’s pretty hard to 
resist. Without the aid of God, 
we never could resist. 


Sense of Values 


So we asked help from God. We 
asked for a truly Catholic sense of 
values. We wanted to please God, 
more than ourselves. And God, in 
characteristic fashion, made it pos- 
sible for us to please Him and our- 
selves too. After six years, we are 


firmly convinced that if you “seek 
first the Kingdom of God and His 
Justice, all these other things will 
be given to you besides.” Those 
aren’t just pretty sounding phras- 
es. That’s divinely inspired truth 
that any of us can easily test and 
prove for himself. 


Long vacations are fine, but not 
one of them could compare to five 
minutes spent meditating at the 
crib-side of your sleeping child. 

A sleek new car, in _ pastel 
shades, is something dear to the 
heart of most men, but in six years 
time the sleekness is gone, the 
pastel shades are spotted with ugly 
rust, and the car is termed “a 
junker,” while in six years time, 
your little baby is better than 
ever, with such vitality of soul 
that he is ready to walk in pro- 
cession to receive the Lord of 
heaven and earth in First Holy 
Communion. 

A brand new house is the dream 
of every married couple, but a 
new house ‘means little if it is not 
alive with children. Houses are 
made to become homes, and a 
home without children is like a 
well without water. 


Do It The Right Way 


Once we made up our minds to 
go ahead with adoption, we lost 
no time. We set about finding out 
all we could about it. One thing 
stood out crystal clear to us dur- 
ing our intensive research. If 
you're going to adopt at all, adopt 


q 
4 


ADVENTURE IN ADOPTION 13 


- only through an authorized agen- 
cy. That is the very heart of suc- 
cessful adoption. Read and _ re- 
read that statement if you or any 
of your friends are planning adop- 
tion. It is impossible to empha- 
size this point enough. 


Why make such a fuss over 
what seems to be trivial? I'll tell 
you. Not too many years ago, 
people were afraid to adopt chil- 
dren because so many of them 
turned out wrong. Some of the 
babies became idiotic, or feeble- 
minded, or sightless, some had 
venereal disease. Other people 
had the children they had come to 
love deeply taken away from them 
by the natural parents, and so on. 

People had to be really heroic to 
adopt a child a couple of genera- 
tions ago. Except in the case of 
relative adopting relative, adoption 
was justly looked upon as a pretty 
risky business, and no one in his 
right mind went out of his way to 
adopt a child. I personally knew 
of priests who strongly advised 
their parishioners against adoption, 
because they had seen at first hand 
the sometimes tragic consequences 
of this act of charity. 

Today, there is no such after- 
math of adoption if you adopt a 
baby through an agency. The 
agency is not in business to try to 
empty out the orphanages. If it 
were, those long lists that every 
agency has of persons wanting to 
adopt children would be virtually 
non-existent. 


By scientific methods, the agen- 
cy makes completely certain that 
the baby given out for adoption is 
actually as healthy, mentally and 
physically, as a baby could pos- 
sibly be. If there is but the least 
trace of anything gone awry, that 
baby will never be given out for 
adoption, but will be placed in- 
stead in a foster home. 


Great Advances 


The long advances made by the 
medical and psychological profes- 
sions have made possible the adop- 
tion of even tiny infants with com- 
plete assurance of well-being for 
child and parents. A social agency 
makes it standard practice to incor- 
porate all these tests in the exam- 
ination of each child before it is 
given out for adoption. In other 
words, the child you receive from 
an agency is an all-around health- 
ier child than would be, perhaps, 
your own natural child. 


Furthermore, there is the legal 
angle to consider also. Without 
the agency to make sure there will 
be no legal complications even 
years afterward, you risk a pos- 
sibility of much heartbreak and 
disappointment later on. And don’t 
say it can’t happen. It has hap- 


pened to many, many couples who 
disregarded this basic rule of adop- 
tion: adopt only through an agen- 
cy. 

When we realized what a good 
piece of advice this was, we went 
directly to the Catholic Charities 
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in our city. Now, one thing you 
ought to know before you apply 
for a child: go there humbly, with 
a deep conviction that you are 
seeking a great favor that will re- 
sound through the corridors of 
eternity itself. Remember espe- 
cially that you are not doing the 
agency a favor. They are the ones 
who are doing you the favor. 


Necessary Qualifications 


Oh yes. You've got to be suit- 
able parents. It’s not just a ques- 
tion of the baby being suitable. 
Any Bill or Mary can’t walk into 
an agency and measure up to the 
standards that adoptive parents 
must have. The agency is pri- 
marily interested in the well-being 
ef the child, and you will never 
get a child unless you are suitable. 
You've got. to prove to them, first, 
that you cannot have children of 
your own. You've got to show that 
you are capable of supporting that 
child, providing for him a good 
home and lots of love. This does 
not mean that you must have piles 
of-money in the bank. But a sober 
disposition, good character, aver- 
age ambition are essential. 


You Must Want the Child 


Furthermore, you must prove to 
them that both husband and wife 
want the child. Sometimes, only 
the woman wants the child so as 
to hold together a marriage break- 
ing apart at the seams. Children 
are not patches, and no agency 
will allow them to be used as such. 


Occasionally, the trained social 
worker will detect that the child is 
wanted for servant duties when 
old age overtakes the adopting 
couple. No child will be inden- 
tured for servant’s duties later on. 
There is but one reason for adop- 
tion, and that is love. If there is 
any reason present other than love, 
don’t waste your time or theirs by 
applying for a child for adoption. 


Well, to get back to my wife 
and me, we filled out all the neces- 
sary forms, went through the 
stringent physical tests demanded, 
and then just waited. Soon, a case 
worker came to our house to look 
over the layout. In our case, the 
worker had to be satisfied—since 
we already had two children—that 
our house was big enough to pro- 
vide a separate room for the little 
girl we wanted. We solved the 
situation by putting both boys into 
a bedroom together, leaving a 
room empty for the expected ar- 
rival, 

That First Visit 

Many people are afraid of this 
first visit. They have the idea that 
the worker is going to look in their 
cupboards, write her name in the 
dust on the slats of your Venetian 
blinds, and otherwise make of her- 
self an all-around nuisance., This 
isn’t so at all. 

What the worker does look for, 
though, is the liveability of the 
home. Does it look as though the 
child will have the run of the 
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house, or must he play in one 
room only? Is everything kept so 
spotless and shiny that finger dobs 
on the furniture would be a major 
calamity? Things like that. And 
don’t think you can cover up these 
things. Experienced social work- 
ers have a way of knowing. Don't 
ask me how they know, but they 
do just the same. 


With this first visit over, and 
references and _ financial status 
checked thoroughly, there was lit- 
tle for us to do but wait and — 
dream. The wait was a long one, 
too. We had specified a baby girl, 
as young as possible. That’s why 
our wait was longer. Had we ask- 
ed for either boy or girl, it 
wouldn’t have taken so long. As 
it was, it took about ten months 
before the great day arrived. 
Meantime, we'd call and check 
with Catholic Charities almost ev- 
ery week. We didn’t want them 
to forget us. Every time the phone 
rang, my wife’s eyes would light 
up expectantly, and her rush to 
the phone would shame any Ken- 
tucky Derby winner. 


The Great Day 


Finally the longed-for call did 
come through, and we were beside 
ourselves with joy. We had our 
pick of four little girl babies. 
Since we wanted a little one, we 
picked the youngest of the four, 
six weeks old. 


They wanted ‘us to go and see 


the baby first, but we didn’t want 
to do that. That smacks too much 
of a business deal. You do that 
when you buy a stove or a car, 
but not babies. We arranged with 
are social worker to bring the 
baby directly to our home. She 
did. Before she came in the door, 
with her little pink bundle tightly 
wrapped against the weather, we 
vowed that once that little tyke 
was beneath our roof, she would 
never again leave it. : 


Then we saw our baby! A beau- 
tiful little baby, with bright blue 
eyes, fair complexion and straw- 
berry blond hair, what little of it 
she had at this age. We were de- 
liriously happy with her. We loved 
her right from the start as our 
very own! 


We are in a unique position to 
know if there is a difference in 
love towards adopted children and 
your own natural children. We 
have both, and we can say with 
authority that there is no differ- 
ence at all. We love one as much 
as we do the other. If there ever 
arose a situation in which we 
would have to choose between 
them, frankly I could not do so. 


The law in my State makes a 
year’s waiting period obligatory 
before the final legal adoption, 
during which both parents and 
child are on probation, as it were. 
Either agency or parents can still 
back out of the adoption. The 
agency won't do that unless it de- 
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tects something disorderly in its 
periodic visits to your home during 
this period. 

; When the year is over, proceed- 
ings are started immediately look- 
ing to the final legal adoption. 
When this is done through an 
agency, you can be sure you are 
fully protected legally. You do 
need your own attorney, but the 
fee is slight. 


Like A Miracle 


Our little girl, Rosanne Marie, 
has made us wonderfully happy. 
There’s something different about 
an adopted child. Just what it is 
1 can’t quite lay my finger on, but 
it probably is the same feeling a 
blind man would get about sight 
once it was restored to him after 
years of empty blackness. 

Here we were, a couple in love, 
and longing for many children, 
with no physical possibility of hav- 
ing any more. Then suddenly this 
miracle of adoption comes along 
like Christ passing by the blind 
man, and our life and our love 
march forward into the future.. 

Our first little girl is a beauti- 
ful child, and I say this with no 
prejudice. Her blue eyes and ex- 
ceedingly fair complexion match 
perfectly with her golden hair, 
spun-gold I call it, for it actually 
looks just like that. And I can 
say with no misgiving that, as 
beautiful as she is, her disposition 


is more so. She is a lovely child, 
but more, she is a loving one. I 
call her my “jackpot” baby, for 
we really hit the jackpot when we 
got her. She is now five years 
old, and has just started in kinder- 
garten in our parish school. 


And Then Mary Ellen 


I said before she is our first little 
girl because, on the very day she 
was legally adopted, we applied 
again at the Catholic Charities for 
another little girl, The process 
for this second child was exactly 
the same as for the first, and we 
had to wait about the same length 
of time. Finally, Mary Ellen, aged 
eight weeks, came to our house, 
and with the same fanfare and the 
same love that greeted Rosanne 
Marie. Today Mary Ellen is three 
years old, and a_ dark-haired 
beauty if ever I saw one. She is 
sweet and lovely and extremely 
lovable. More, she shows us over 
and over again that she loves us 
with all her heart. 


These two little girls are won- 
derful blessings right from heaven. 
They are our pride and joy in this 
life. They will be powerful advo- 
cates pleading our cause before 
God’s Judgment Seat. They have 
provided us with an adventure into 
eternity, for we have found at first 
hand that truly “he who receives 
one such child as this in My Name, 
receiveth Me.” 


Not the least advantage of keeping one’s mouth shut is that 
it prevents flies from getting in. 


Plan for It Now 


Mary’s Day 


Auleen B. 


Eberhardt 


FOR over a quarter of a century, 

the International Federation of 
Catholic Alumnae has sponsored 
a Mary’s Day service on the day 
befere Mothers’ Day—the second 
Saturday in May. 

The movement, whose purpose 
was to honor Mary, started in the 
east and soon spread all over the 
nation. It was taken up enthus- 
iastically in the midwest, especial- 
ly in the states of Iowa and Iili- 
nois. Since 1941, the lowa Chap- 
ter of the IFCA has sponsored 
Mary’s Day services which bring 
thousands of women together to 
kneel in homage to the Mother of 
God on this day dedicated to her. 

While many cities have well or- 
ganized and largely attended 
Mary’s Day services, the one at 
Dubuque, Iowa, is noteworthy in 
that it is attended not only by 
Catholics but people of many 
faiths. 


How It Started 


Mary’s Day in Dubuque started 
in 1942 when 1,500 girls and wo- 
men crowded into St. Raphael’s 
Cathedral to honor the mother of 
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God and to ask her intercession 
for the young men of the city who 
were in the armed services. The 
women came on foot, in buses and 
cars through one of the worst rain 
storms in the history of the city. 
Their devotion stirred the com- 
munity, and likewise set a record 
in church attendance. The singing 
of Marian hymns by the vast con- 
gregation so deeply edified people 
that it elicited high praise in news- 
paper stories about the event. 
After the Mass, officers of the 
IFCA held a meeting. They agreed 
to make Mary’s Day an annual 
event. As the war progressed, 
the committees in charge of Mary’s 
Day extended invitations to people 
of all faiths to come to the Cathed- 
ral and ask the aid of Mary in 
protecting their loved ones in the 
armed forces. Archbishops and 
noted church dignitaries either of- 
fered Mass or preached the ser- 
mon; three and four priests were 
always on hand to distribute Holy 
Communion. Radio stations broad- 
cast accounts of the Mary’s Day 
services from the Cathedral. 
Mary’s Day continued to draw 
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great crowds and all during the 
war, with Catholics and non- 
Catholics kneeling side by side in 
prayer for the over 5,000 youths 
from the county then in service. 
It is an established fact that Du- 
buque’s casualties in World War 
II were very low. 


After the war, Mary’s Day was 
continued in thanksgiving for 
peace. As the busy years went by, 
women still arose with the dawn 
on Mary’s Day and came from ev- 
ery part of the city to attend Mass 
in honor of the Mother of God. 
Indeed, in 1953, the Mary’s Day 
Mass, celebrated in the newly dec- 
crated St. Patrick’s church, drew 
a capacity crowd of girls and wo- 
men. Twenty boys, sons of the 
women who had started Mary’s 
Day in Dubuque, acted as a guard 
of honor to Archbishop Henry P. 
Rohlman. School girls formed an 
honor corps for Mary. 


Plan For This Year 


And now, during Marian Year 
in 1954, the IFCA is urging wo- 
men in every city and town to 
plan a Mary’s Day service on Sat- 
urday, May 8. The prime motive 
of the Mass or Benediction should 
be to pay homage to Mary. A 
secondary intention is the preser- 
vation of America from Commun- 
ism. 

The first step in planning a 
Mary’s Day service is to contact 
the Bishop, if one’s residence is in 
a See City, or one’s parish priest. 


In this way, a Mass or a Benedic- 
tion service can be arranged. If a 
Mass is agreed upon, it is best 
to have it at an early hour, so that 
busy mothers, working girls and 
women, office personnel and store 
employees, can attend services, re- 
ceive Holy Communion and still 
have time for breakfast. 

The second step is to publicize 
the Mass. A story about plans for 
Mary’s Day should be given, first 
to the Catholic newspaper or mag- 
azine in one’s vicinity and then to 
the secular press. Most editors of 
the daily press will gladly use a 
story about a Mary's Day Mass 
due to current interest in the Mar- 
ian Year. 

Thirdly, a letter or a telephone 
call should be made to the presi- 
dent of every woman’s organiza- 
tion in the area. Women of all 
faiths should be invited to attend 
the Mary’s Day Mass through this 
courtesy to organizations. Then, 
every Rosary society president in 
the area should be given a special 
invitation for her group to attend 
in a body. The Gold Star mothers 
of the city should be urged to at- 
tend. In this way, women of all 
classes and creeds can be brought 
together to kneel in supplication 
to Mary, the Mother of God, for 
the welfare of the nation, for the 
prevention of the spread of Com- 
munism, and for lasting peace. 

Children of the community can 
take part in the services. If Girl 
Scouts are available, they can 
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serve as uniformed ushers. Boys 
can assist as acolytes and as mem- 
bers of a guard of honor for Mary. 
Mary’s Day services can be spon- 
sored by any organization if there 
is no IFCA group in the city. Ex- 
penses for the services—flowers for 
the altar, lights, and so on can be 
defrayed through a Mary’s Mite 
sacrifice collection among the wo- 
men sponsoring the services. A 
few cents from each woman will 
take care of any of the small ex- 
penditures required. 


Make It Nation-Wide 


If there are fine singers in a 
city, they should be asked to sing 
at the Mary’s Day Mass for it is a 
great privilege to use one’s voice 
in honor of Mary. Congregational 
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hymns to Mary can be sung be- 
fore and after the services. 

There has been splendid cooper- 
ation on the part of the clergy in 
all cities where Mary’s Day Mass- 
es have been celebrated. Some 
pastors have not only read the 
Mass and preached the sermon but 
have had their choirs present to 
sing gloriously in honor of the 
Mother of God. 

The whole objective of the 1954 
Mary’s Day plan is to have every 
city, town and village in the na- 
tion pay special honor to Mary 
on Saturday, May 8, as a part of 
the Marian Year observance. In 
this way, a foundation will be laid 
for a religious service that will 
become a,community’s great tradi- 
tion through the years. 


Married Moments 


The trouble with a husband who works like a horse is that 
all he wants to do in the evening is hit the hay. 


When it comes to taking care of money, most husbands 


have to hand it to their wives. 


A young husband did not like hash. His wife acquired a 


French cook book, giving many recipes for using left-overs. The 
next evening she had one of the fancy mixtures in a covered 
dish on the table. The husband reached over and raised the 
cover, but the wife said: “Why don’t you ask the blessing first, 
dear?” The husband replied: “I don’t believe there is anything 
here that hasn’t already been blessed.” 


A clever wife is not the one who sees the point of her 
husband’s jokes, but one who can laugh without seeing the 
point. 

Nothing is more gratifying to a wife than to see a double 
chin on her husband’s old flame.—Irish Digest. 
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A Sick Pope Tells His 


Compassion for the Sick 


\WHEN last September, in re- 

sponse to the inspirations of 
grace, We proclaimed the cele- 
bration of the Marian Year, and 
shortly after, on the feast of the 
Immaculate Conception, We Our- 
selves wished to inaugurate it in a 
solemn way from the _ brilliant 
Liberian Basilica, by going there 
to lay Our petitions at the feet 
of her who is the “Salvation of 
the Roman people” and of all 
peoples, even then We were think- 
ing of you, beloved’ sons and 
daughters who are ill, you who 
can lay special claim to be among 
those closest to Our heart and 
soul. 

The Mother of God, indeed, 
bends over you with loving ten- 
derness, eager to dry the tears of 
the afflicted who run to her ma- 
ternal breast as to a secure haven 
in the tempests. So also the Vicar 
of Christ relies upon you, the 
precious jewels of the Church of 
God and her powerful source of 
spiritual energy for the realization 
in this holy year of the many and 
sorely needed blessings envisaged 
in our Encyclical “Fulgens Cor- 
ona” for the well-being of human- 
ity and of the Church herself. 


Test of Love 


On February 14 Pius 
XII, a seriously ill Pope, 
personally delivered a ra- 
dio message to the sick of 
the entire world. Tiring 
after having read _ the 
first part of the broadcast 
which he had prepared, 
His Holiness asked Father 
Francesco Pellegrini of the 
Vatican Radio staff to fin- 
ish it for him. 

The text of the Holy 
Father’s beautiful and 
compassionate message is 
given here. February 14 
was observed as “Day of 
the Sick” throughout the 
world. It was a special ob- 
servance set aside during 
the Marian Year. 


This lively hope moves Us to 
address you today, with the inten- 
tion of gathering all of you under 
the loving protection of our com-: 
mon Mother, Mary Immaculate, of. 
surrounding you with Our charity 
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and that of all the faithful who 
are praying for you, and of re- 
minding you of the mission to 
which Divine Providence has de- 
stined you in your sickness. 


Thanks to modern technology 
We are able to speak directly to 
many who are ill and We hope 
that We shall be able to reach in 
other ways those who cannot hear 
Our voice. Certainly We would 
wish to have the omnipresence of 
God: We would wish to draw near 
to each one of you, beloved sons 
and daughters, languishing in hos- 
pitals large and small, in sana- 
toriums, clinics, rest-homes, pris- 
ons, barracks, under the desolate 
roofs of the poorest, or in rooms 
set apart in your homes. 


Little children with pale faces 
like flowers which grew without 
the warmth of the sun; young 
people whose rare smile expresses 
strength of soul rather than the 
fresh bloom of youth; middle- 
aged people, cruelly taken away 
from their usual active lives; the 
aged, to whose natural weariness 
sickness has added discomfort and 
suffering. 


With You In Spirit 


We have always begged Jesus to 
make Our heart in some way like 
His: a good heart, a meek heart, a 
heart open to all sufferings, to all 
pains. But how greatly would We 
wish to have some reflection of 
the omnipotence that is His! How 


We would desire to pass in the 
midst of you, drying tears, bring- 
ing comfort, healing wounds, giv- 
ing back again strength and 
health! 


We must content Ourselves with 
being in the midst of you in spirit. 
We linger beside infants as a 
mother would, beside parents 
trembling at the thought of hav- 
ing, perhaps, to leave their chil- 
dren orphans. And to each one 
We give Our blessing, praying the 
all-powerful God, our Loving 
Father, to grant, by means of it, 
whatever He judges suitable to 
the special plan of providence He 
has chosen for each one of you. 
And may the Lord grant that when 
this brief visit with you in spirit 
is over, each one of you may feel 
the good effects, spiritual and ma- 
terial, of Our affectionate blessing, 
as well as the comfort of the words 
to you with all Our heart. 


Compassion For Youth 


Behold, We seem to see there 
in that hospital ward a young man 
who is suffering and in his suf- 
fering is cursing. Once he was 
strong and handsome; he was the 
pride and joy of his parents, whose 
hearts are now breaking because 
they fear losing him, wasted away 
by a relentless disease. And the 
youth feels as if life were slipping, 
away from him: farewell to health, 
farewell to strength, to the surg- 
ings of hope, farewell to the plans 
cherished with boyish enthusiasm; 
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farewell to love. And the young 
man rebels: “Why, why? Haven't 
I too a right to life? And can a 
good God let me suffer so, let me 
die? What evil have I done?” 


How many are you, sons and 
daughters, how many of you have 
contorted your features and raged 
with anger in your hearts and 
curses on your lips? To you es- 
pecially would We wish to ap- 
proach, to place Our hand gently 
on your brow burning with fever. 
We would wish, in all tenderness, 
to whisper to each of you: soul in 
anguish, why do you rebel? 


Let fall on this dark mystery of 
suffering the rays of light which 
come from the cross of Jesus! 
What evil had He done? Look, 
over your bed, perhaps in the hos- 
pital ward, there is a picture of 
the Madonna. What evil had she 
done? Soul in desolation, because 
overwhelmed with suffering, list- 
en to this: Jesus and His Mother 
have suffered, certainly not 
through their own fault, but. will- 
ingly and in complete conformity 
with the divine plan. Have you 
ever asked yourself why? 


Blessing Of Illness 


It may be that you have done 
evil. Think back. Perhaps you 
have offended God many times, 
in many ways. You know that a 
serious sin merits for the soul 
eternal damnation; and you in- 
stead are still alive under the 


merciful gaze of God, in the lov- 
ing arms of Mary. 


If, then, the Lord is now pun-. 
ishing some sin of yours, you 
should not on that account curse 
and debase yourself; you are not 
a slave, as it were, punished by a 
cruel master, but a child of God, 
a Father Who wishes not to take 
revenge, but to correct you. He 
wants you to say to Him: “I have 
sinned,” in order to pardon you 
and restore to you the life of the 
soul. 


Even if you had done no wrong, 
if you were innocent, still you 
should not rebel. As a matter of 
fact, the idea of punishment does 
not always explain suffering and 
human woes. Do you remember 
what is written in the Gospel? 


One day Jesus came upon a man 
born blind, and after His disciples 
had asked Him whether that man 
or his parents had sinned, He re-- 
plied: “Neither has this man sin- 
ned, nor his parents, but the works 
of God were to be made manifest 
in him.” (John, 9,2-3). 


Even the misfortunes. of the in- 
nocent, therefore, are a mysterious 
manifestation of the divine glory. . 
Lest you be wearied by long re- 
flections, look at the Holy and Im- , 
maculate Mother: she holds in her 
lap the lifeless body of her Divine 
Son. Could you possibly imagine 
that the Sorrowful Mother would - 
curse God? That she would ask the 
reason for such suffering? 
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would not have been redeemed if 
that Mother had not seen her Son 
die in torment, and there would 
not have been for us any possi- 
bility of salvation. 

For all of you, dear children, 
who do not yet know how to pro- 
nounce the “So be it” of resigna- 
tion and patience, We _ invoke 
God’s blessing, asking that He 
send a ray of His light into your 
souls, and that you may cease to 
contradict with your will His plan, 
His will, His work, that you may 
become convinced that His Divine 
Fatherhood is still loving and ben- 
evolent, even when He judges it 
necessary to make use of the bit- 
ter chalice of suffering. 


Resigned To God’s Will 


Yet, it is not always thus, dear 
children. Not always do souls re- 
bel and curse under the weight of 
pain. There are, thanks to God, 
souls resigned to the divine will, 
serene, joyous souls; souls even 
that have positively sought out 
suffering. The story of one in par- 
ticular We heard during the glor- 
ious Holy Year when Our children 
came to Us in extraordinary num- 
bers from all parts of the world. 


There was a young woman, 
twenty years old, of humble ori- 
gin, to whom Our Lord had given 
great charm as well as innocence. 
Everyone felt her attractiveness, 
for about her radiated the frag- 
rance of an unsullied life. But one 
day she grew fearful lest she be- 


come an occasion of sin, and be- 
coming interiorly convinced of 
this, she went to receive Our Lord 
and in a burst of generosity asked 
Him to take away all her beauty 
and even her health. 


God granted her prayer and ac- 
cepted her offer for the salvation 
of souls. We know that she is still 
living, though burning and being 
consumed like a living flame be- 
fore God’s throne of justice and 
love. She does not curse, does not 
murmur. She does not ask God, 
“Why?” There is always a smile on 
her lips and within her soul she 
treasures abiding peace and joy. 


One should ask her why she ac- 
cepts suffering, why she is happy 
in it, why she looked for suffer- 
ings. And the same _ question 
should be asked of thousands of 
other souls who offer themselves 
to God in silent holocaust. 


Let In Light Of Faith 


Beloved sons and daughters! If 
to your eyes, wearied with sick- 
ness, the whole universe, gloomy 
and oppressive, is confined with- 
in the narrow space of a little 
room, let in the light of faith, and 
at once it regains its limitless di- 
mensions. Faith will certainly not 
make you love suffering for its 
own sake, but it will give you an 
insight into the many noble rea- 
sons for which sickness can be 
serenely accepted and even de- 
sired. 


Here is a man who has many 
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sins to expiate, or at least he has 
stains on his soul: suffering will 
purify him. Here is a young 
woman who was once good, but 
did not possess a strong character, 
so necessary for one who was to 
be a wife and mother: suffering 
has been for her like a fire which 
has tempered her and given her 
great strength. 


You, perhaps, have desired 
martyrdom: you have dreamed 
that the chance might be offered 
to you also to suffer for Jesus. 
‘Thank God for it: your bodily af- 
fliction is like shedding blood, a 
veal form of martyrdom. 


And you, do you want to be 
like Jesus? Do you want to trans- 
form yourself into Him? Do you 
want to be a channel of life for 
Him? In sickness you can find the 
cross and be nailed to it and thus 
die to yourself so that He may 
live and make use of you. 


How many of you beloved chil- 


dren, would like to help Jesus save 
souls! Then offer Him your suf-. 
ferings according to all the inten- 
tions for which He continually of- 
fers Himself on the altars of our 
churches. Your sacrifice, united to 
the sacrifice of Jesus, will bring 
many sinners back to the Father; 
many without faith will find thé 
true Faith; many weak Christians 
will receive the strength to live 
fully the teaching and the law of 
Christ. And on the day on which 
the mystery of Providence in the 
economy of salvation will be re- 
vealed in Heaven, you will finally 
see to what extent the world of 
the healthy is your debtor. 

And now, beloved sons and 
daughters, We leave you. We pray 
to Jesus, friend of the suffering, 
to remain with you, to remain in 
you. We pray to the Immaculate 
Virgin, your most affectionate 
Mother, to comfort you with her 
smile and to protect you beneath 
her mantle. 


Show Them Love 


Good will is more necessary than some of us realize. We 
are close to a new era of hatreds and prejudices and bigotry. 
We can see a sharp division between those who are for God 
and those who are against Him. We also have divisions among © 
farmers, merchants, workers, scholars. We should go into the ~: 
roadway and the marketplace with our Christian message of . 
goodwill for the “lost sheep” and the “other sheep” before it 
is too late to show them our love.—Msgr. Stephen A. Leven. 
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A Short Story 
Utility Man 


Joseph D. Harrington 


™ RACK! 
“I’ve got it! I’ve got it!” 

“Nice catch, Bobby!” 

The sound of bat meeting ball 
and the shrill shouts of two small 
boys floated through the open 
window, causing a mild guilt to 
ereep over Jim Whitlow. He rat- 
tled his newspaper in irritation, 
and continued reading. 

- “Hit one to me, Mister Morgan!” 
‘ That was Jimmy’s voice, and 
Whitlow knew his son would 
shortly be churning sturdy legs in 
pursuit of a fly ball hit to him 
by. their next-door neighbor, Bill 
Morgan. 

“Ash horsehide combined 
again to split the air. There was 
a short period of quiet, followed 
by “Next one’s mine, Dad!” 

That would be Bobby Morgan, 
Bill's son. The boys were spend- 
ing their usual Saturday afternoon 
in the lot across the street, shag- 
ging flies the ex-major leaguer 
knocked to them. 

Whitlow laid the newspaper 
aside abruptly and crossed to the 
living-room window. The scene 
was the same he viewed Saturday 


after lonesome Saturday. Big Bill 
Morgan, fungo bat in hand, stood 
at the lot’s near end while two 
small figures crouched expectantly 
at its other. Whitlow watched a 
while, then, closing his eyes as 
against pain, slowly closed the 
window. As he did, Marge enter- 
ed the room. 


“You ought to be out there too, 
Jim,” she offered hesitantly. “E 
should think you'd want to be, 
after all week in a smelly garage. 
Besides,” she said, “Jimmy is en- 
titled to more of your time. I 
wouldn't be surprised if he were 
just a little unhappy about his 
father’s not playing baseball with 
him.” 

Whitlow recovered his 
paper, but dropped it once more 
on the coffee table. His eyes, as: 
Marge’s rose to meet them, were 
hard. 


“You know how I feel about it, 
Marge. Every time I’ve tried 
sports with Jimmy I’ve flopped. 
What. happened when we went 
fishing? He caught a string of 
trout and I lost my new tackle 
overboard! And ice skating. I fell 
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all over myself, and the other kids 
ribbed him about it for days!” 

He waved a hand toward the 
window. “It’s different with Bill 
Morgan. He’s an athlete. He'd 
still be with the Sox if it hadn't 
been for his accident. I'd look 
silly alongside him, and I’m not 
embarrassing my son again!” 

His voice dropped a bit. “Don’t 
think I wouldn't like to be out 
there. I don’t have the talent, 
that’s all. I’m just a grease monkey. 
When my friends were playing 
ball I was under a car earning a 


living. Id just make Jimmy 
ashamed of me. It’s better this 
Way.” 


Marge crossed the room and put 
her arms around him, her lips 
brushing his cheek. 

“You’re not ‘just a grease mon- 
key.’ You’re one of the few men 
I know who’s honest with himself.” 
Her next kiss found his lips. “You 
may not have been with the Sox, 
Jim Whitlow,” she murmured, 
“but I'm glad youre in my 
league.” 

She squeezed his hand encour- 
agingly and left the room, the 
sudden glow she’d brought Whit- 
low fading with her departure. He 
decided to spend a little time in 
his workshop. Somehow he never 
felt inferior with a wrench or 
pliers in his hand. He looked down 
at gnarled hands and pitted fin- 
gernails. Perhaps he was no hero 
to his son where sports were con- 
cerned, but his day would come 


when Jimmy’s interests turned 
mechanical. Whitlow sighed. He 
could wait. 

He’d just about replaced a 
broken spoke on Jimmy’s _ bike 
when Bill Morgan appeared at the 
workshop door. 

“Hi, Nuts-and-Bolts!” He _bel- 
lowed. “Heard the racket in here 
and thought Id say hello! What're 
you doing inside on a day like 
this, anyway?” He inhaled noisily. 
“Ought to get out and get some 
of that fresh air! You're getting 
out of shape, man!” 

Whitlow looked up at the taller 
man understood why _ the 
neighborhood fathers avoided 
Morgan. Watching the ex-ballplay- 
er flex his biceps and slam him- 
self in the stomach gave one a 
rather disquieting sensation. 

“I thought you were playing 
ball with the boys,” he ventured. 
“What happened?” 

“Had a phone call!” was the 
roared answer. “Have to run 
downtown: for a couple of hours! 
Say, why don’t you go over and 
belt out a few? The kids’ll like it!” 
He dug sinewy fingers into Whit- 
low’s middle. “They won't have to 
run so far! Haw!” 

Jim’s face flushed, and he said, 
more from anger than design, 
“Maybe I will.” 

“Well, come on, then!” shouted 
Morgan, and escorted Jim along 
the driveway, one arm draped 
patronizingly across the garage- 
owner’s shoulders. “Hey, fellas!” 
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UTILITY MAN 


he yelled to the boys. “Here’s 
Slugger coming over! Take care 
of him till I get back!” He pound- 
ed Jim’s back once and _ strode 
away. 

Jimmy’s disappointed look spoke 
volumes, thought Whitlow, but 
then he wasn’t too happy himself 
about his impetuosity. He had an 
idea for saving face, though, and 
called to the younger Morgan. 

“Lend me your glove, will you, 
Bobby? I'm kind of rusty, and I 
don’t think ’'d be much good with 
a bat till I've warmed up a little. 
Suppose you hit a few, and Jimmy 
and I'll field ’em.” 

Bobby accepted with alacrity 
and batted a dozen or so flies to 
the Whitlows. Jimmy batted next 
and, his turn over, made the gest- 
ure his father dreaded by offering 
him bat and ball. Whitlow, back- 
ing off, raised a gloved hand. 

“No, thanks, son. I’ve dropped 
quite a few so far. I'd better stay 
in the outfield, for the practice.” 

So Bobby Morgan went to bat 
again, followed once more by 
Jimmy. The afternoon sun dropped 
below the Whitlow roof, and Jim 
suggested quitting for dinner. The 
trio crossed the street, Bobby 
ducking through the Morgan 
hedge with “See you later, Jim- 
my.” 

During dinner Whitlow eased 
the conversation around to the 
afternoon’s activities. That last 
catch he’d made had been pretty 
fair and he hoped to glean a com- 
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pliment from his son. Jimmy ap- 
peared about to say something, 
when the phone rang. It was 
Bobby, inviting him over to watch 
TV. The younger Whitlow gulped 
down the rest of his dinner, asked 
to be excused, and dashed from 
the dining room before his father 
could re-direct the conversation. 
Disappointment and a_ charley 
horse tortured Whitlow as he 
drifted into troubled sleep that 
night. 

He was still glum next morn- 
ing after Mass, his failure to make 
a closer friend of his son having 
nagged at him throughout the sac- 
rifice, and as he settled painfully 
on the sofa he’d about resigned 
himself to foregoing Jimmy’s com- 
pany a few more years. Then two 
voices, not so shrill as yesterday’s, 


drifted through the _ living-room 
window. The first was Bobby 
Morgan’s. 


“Let’s change clothes, Jimmy, 
and go across the street for some 
practice.” 

“Swell!” Jimmy said. “Ill go get 
my Pop.” 

Whitlow felt a tiny sharpness 
exactly in the center of his heart, 
then a gush of bitter-sweetness, as 
though a barrier somewhere in- 
side him had burst. His newspaper 
slid from trembling hands as he 
leaned forward to catch the rest 
of the conversation. Bobby was 
speaking again. 

“What do we want to play with 
your Pop for?” he demanded. 
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“He doesn’t know a thing about 
baseball!” 

“I don’t care!” said Jimmy. “Id 
still rather play with him! You 
would, too, and you know it!” 

“You're nuts!” said Bobby, some 
of the earlier conviction fading 
from his voice as he added weak- 
ly, “My Dad can show us how to 
peg the ball home on one hop.” 
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Jimmy was adamant. “I’m still 
gonna ask my Pop. He may not 
know as much about baseball as 
yours does, and he may drop a lot 
of easy ones, but at least. . .” His 
voice trailed off. 


“At least what?” 


. at least he lets us get up 
to bat.” 


The noblest contribution which any man can make for the 


benefit of posterity, 


is that of character. 


The richest bequest 


which any man can leave to the youth of his native land, is 


that of a shining, 
American Statesman. 


spotless example.—Robert C. Winthrop, 
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Do You Have... 


A Catholic Memory 


Alberta Schumacher 


*6\\ /ELL, I may be a full-fledged 

Baptist,” the woman who 
was riding the bus with me said, 
“but there is one thing Catholic 
that I do admire.” 

“What is that?” I asked. (The 
conversation had begun when I 
put my Rosary back into my purse 
after completing it). 

“I have nothing but good to say 
about a Catholic memory, especial- 
ly for keeping the peace.” 

That took me by surprise. I 
thought I was pretty well ground- 
ed in the Baltimore Catechism. I 
read all the Question and Answer 
departments in Catholic papers 
and magazines. But a Catholic 
memory ... was it something spe- 
cial then? Fortunately the woman 
went right on talking. 

“We have seven families on our 
rural party line. One man is a 
drunkard, and the quenching of 
his thirst seems to unloose his 
tongue on the phone. One wo- 
man uses the foulest language. The 
wrong husband and the wrong 
wife communicate in personal 
fashion via the phone when one 
is home. We have our percentage 
of just plain old-fashioned gos- 


sips, too. Most any time you lift 
the receiver you may hear your 
pedigree being read. All of us got 
into battles till we picked up the 
Catholic memory from our Cath- 
olic party-liner. Baptist, Lutheran, 
Four Square Gospelite, self-styled 
atheist, all developing a Catholic 
memory. It’s a good joke on us, 
eh?” 

“Yes?” I hedged feebly, still in 
the dark as to the exact nature of 
a Catholic memory. 


This Is It 


My bus companion continued. 
“IT asked this Catholic woman some 
time back why she never got into 
any trouble over the phone. They 
talk about her, too, ridicule her 
church-going and her fish-eating, 
criticize her teen-age daughter 
and make fun of her yearly blessed 
event. I reminded her of all this. 
“But I forget so easily,’ she said. 
I asked her if she had a bad mem- 
ory. She said, “No, it’s a good 
memory. I forget all the bad 
things I hear and remember all 
the good things. I find myself 
living among the loveliest people 
that way. There are so many 
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nice things I know about them, 
but for the life of me I can’t re- 
member the things that aren't nice. 
I must hear them occasionally, but 
having a Catholic memory, I for- 
get so easily.’” 

Maybe we have been going at 
this business of carrying Cathol- 


Fathers Need 


icity to those outside the Church 
in the wrong manner. Maybe it 
isn’t so much a question of remem- 
bering the right things at all times 
as it is a matter of forgetting the 
wrong ones. Has anyone recom- 
mended a Catholic memory to the 
UN? 


Introductions 


Father handles the banker, contacts the lawyer, consults 
the doctor, but never gets round to meeting the most important 


person of all—the teacher. 


Britain’s Catholic teachers were urged, therefore, at a 
recent conference to “cultivate father—get hold of him some- 


how.” 


The advice came from Richard A. B. Burke, London head- 
master, in his address as new president of the Catholic Teach- 


ers’ Federation. 


“We don’t know the fathers of our children nearly well 
enough. We know mother, but we don’t see nearly enough of 
father. It is a pity for our sake and for our children’s sake,” 


he said. 


Mr. Burke declared that “if the head of the family took a 
little more interest in the education of his children, there 
would be enormous benefit to everybody, particularly to the 
children. It is important that father should know the men and 
women who are responsible for the education of his children. 
It would be well if we were able to discuss the children’s future 
with father more than is usually the case.” 

Adding a word of practical advice, Mr. Burke told the 
teachers: “Organize special fathers’ meeting at hours suitable 
for the wage-earner, discuss Tommy’s and Mary’s welfare over 


a glass of beer.” 


Teaching Religion to Toddlers 


~ He Eats His Cereal 


Ruth Oswald 


Reprinted from Information* 


“T HERE is scarcely a job in the 

world which a young mother 
can mess up worse than teaching 
her first child about God. I made 
all the mistakes in the book with 
mine. When Sally was two I duti- 
fully began to reveal to her the 
truths of our religion, and suc- 
ceeded in frightening her half to 
death with a nebulous kind of 
Deity that set her imagination run- 
ning riotously. 

Making the Sign of the Cross 
was fun enough, and she lisped 
the words after me (which she 
did not understand even remotely), 
but I was doing my duty whether 
Sally was “getting it” or not. 

The two phases which bothered 
Sally most were the universality 
of God and what He looked like. 
The fact that He could see her 
without her seeing Him fascinated 
her as she went on from two to 
three, to four. She would hide 
under the table and call out tri- 
umphantly, “God can’t see me 
now.” 


*Monthly magazine published by the Paulist Fathers at 401 W. 59th St., New York, N. Y. 


It Isn’t Fair! 


I would assure her solemnly that 
He could, that God could see un- 
der tables, through doors, into 
closets and even in closed-down 
old trunks. The idea finally got 
across and she declared flatly, “It 
isn’t fair. I don’t want God watch- 
ing me all the time, especially not 
sometimes. And it isn’t fair that. 
He doesn’t let me see Him.” 


“We won't see God until we 
die,” I explained. - 


“But I don’t want to die,” Sally 
wailed. 


I have never known a child 
who was so engrossed with God 
as Sally. She was so fascinated 
that she was always talking about 
Him. “What does God look like?” 
she asked at least five times a day. 

I showed her a picture of the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus. “Why does 
He wear His heart on the out- 
side?” she wanted to know. 
“Daddy’s is inside, so is mine.” 

Next, “He looks something like 
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Daddy, only He wears His hair 
long like you, Mommy. And 
Daddy doesn’t have a beard. Why 
does God have to have a beard, 
Mommy?” 


God’s Likes and Dislikes 


That kept up for months, until 
a new line of inquiry began, deal- 
ing with the likes and dislikes of 
God. 

“Does God like all children, 
Mommy, even bad ones?” 

“Does God like dogs and cats? 
Will Smokey go to Heaven?” 

“Does God like red automobiles 
or blue automobiles?” 

“Does God ride on a fire engine, 
Mommy?” 

I knew only too well that I had 
messed things up rather badly in 


acquainting her with Our Lord. I 


made up my mind that I was not 
going to repeat the procedure with 
my son as he neared the age of 
two, that age at which “good” 
Catholic mothers begin the reli- 
gious education of their offspring. 

By this time I knew better than 
to mention the word “angels.” 
Those celestial creatures were 
worse than any bogey man to 
Sally. The sight of their wings was 
sufficient to make her steer clear 
of them. When her grandmother 
told her that she had a Guardian 
Angel ever beside her she could 
not sleep for a week, but kept 
looking over her shoulders at the 
oddest moments, trying to catch 
her angel “off guard.” It may be 
that Sally is especially imaginative. 


Perhaps other children take to 
religion in a saner manner, I don’t 
know. My problem however is 
with my children, not with any 
one else’s who may be calm and 
judicious and accept- what they 
are told in a quiet and dignified 
manner. 
The Little Jesus 


I was giving careful thought to 
how to introduce my son to God 
without having him go through 
the “blasphemous era” which Sally 
passed through. Perhaps it was 
my own Guardian Angel who 
came to my rescue. Billy was given 
a Christmas gift, the picture of the 
Child Jesus to hang over his bed. 
That picture has been a life saver. 
Billy took to it immediately and 
became friends with “Little Jesus” 
without question and _ without 
fright. 

That was the way I should have 
started out with Sally, I told my- 
self. Children should be brought 
up right along with the Child 
Jesus. There is the Nativity scene 
with which to begin. Certainly we 
get enough Christmas cards every 
year depicting it to begin cate- 
chism lessons. A small child can 
understand another Child and be- 
come quite companionable, with- 
out being frightened by a God 
Whose power and majesty over- 
whelm their sensitive little minds 
and imaginations. This kind of 
wisdom rarely comes with the first 
child. One is lucky if it comes with 
the second. 


HE EATS HIS CEREAL 


In no time at all Jesus became 
the most important Personage in 
our house. Sally, even at six, was 
overjoyed to exchange God for Lit- 
tle Jesus. But sometimes I blush 
when we have visitors in fear that 
they will misunderstand the “mys- 
tical atmosphere” of my home. 
One friend looked at me in a kind 
of simulated horror when Sally in- 
formed her blithely, “Jesus eats 
His cereal.” 


Billy repeated, “Jesus eats His 
cereal and so do I.” 


No Experience 


It had come about one morning 
quite by accident. Billy hates the 
very sight of cereal and for weeks 
sat stubbornly before a big bowl 
of it his lips pressed tightly to- 
gether. Under the orders of the 
pediatrician this was to continue 
until Billy decided to eat his cer- 
eal. After an hour or more of this 
form of therapy he was to be 
taken down from his high chair 
and given nothing to eat. 

It was a nerve-wracking pro- 
cedure every morning, but doc- 
tor’s orders are doctor’s orders. 
And there was my mother, help- 
ing to make matters worse. “How 
many children does Doctor Smith 
have?” she inquired, “being as he 
knows so much about how to 
bring them up?” 

“He hasn’t any,” I had to admit 
‘in defeat. “He isn’t even married.” 

“I thought so,” Mother replied 
triumphantly. “What can a bache- 
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lor know about raising children? 
Of course my advice doesn’t count 
at all, I only raised eight and 


every one of them healthy and 
well.” 


That was the impasse when one 
morning Sally asked, “Mommy, 
does Jesus eat His cereal?” 


Jesus Wouldn't Disobey 


I pounced on this ray of hope, 
“Of course Jesus eats His cereal,” 
I replied severely. “Can you im- 
agine Him disobeying His moth- 
er?” 


Billy's eyes widened. He could- 
nt imagine the all-perfect Little 
Jesus committing such a heinous 
crime either. Billy considered the 
problem for a few moments in 
grim silence, then slowly, reluct- 
antly, down went the spoon into 
the cereal bowl and Billy began 
the painful process of eating his 
cereal. Every morning he goes 
through the routine, quickening 
the pace a little when Sally ad- 
vises that “Jesus eats His cereal 
real fast.” 


That is how matters stand in 
our house now. How long it will 
last I do not know. But at pres- 
ent, anything which “Jesus 
wouldn't do” as interpreted and 
translated by me, just isn’t done 
in our house. Maybe this isn’t the 
right way to bring up children, 
but it is the easy way. The Child 
Jesus lives with us and smooths 
out our domestic paths beautifully. 
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St. Clare of Assisi 


Television Saint 


Ray A. La Joie 


Now that television has offi- 

cially been born into the Ital- 
ian air, time is ripe to appoint a 
TV Patron Saint. And, according 
to Monsignor Giuseppe Nicolini, 
Archbishop of Assisi, Saint Clare 
of Assisi, whose 7th centenary 
was celebrated last year, should 
have the honor. 


In support of the nomination, 
on whose behalf a petition has 
been submitted to Pope Pius XII, 
Msgr. Nicolini referred to the 
“Fioretti,” where they describe 
how, on Christmas Eve of 1252, 
as St. Clare lay ill in her convent 
cell at San Damiano in Assisi, she 
saw and heard all that went on in 
the Church of Saint Francis over 
a mile away and thus attended 
Midnight Mass almost, as it were, 
on a TV screen. 


This Is Why 


The experience found support 
in other written testimonies gath- 
ered and scrupulously examined 
by Church authorities at the time 
of St. Clare’s canonization. 

“... In that holy hour of Na- 
tivity when the Child Jesus was 
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born and the whole world rejoiced 
with the Angels in Heaven, all the 
sisters betook themselves to church 
to attend matins, leaving the 
Mother Superior alone in her cell, 
oppressed with infirmity. There, 
as she began to think of the little 
Jesus and feel sad in her heart for 
not being able to join in His prais- 
es, she sighed: ‘Here I am, oh 
Lord, left alone with You in this 
solitary place... .’ 

“No sooner did she speak thus, 
than, behold, the sweet and sol- 
emn chants of Saint Francis’ 
Church rose in the quiet of her 
cell. The jubilant voices of the 
monks and the powerful sound of 
the organ came to her ears, clear 
and distinct, yet the church was 
not near enough that she might 
perceive these sounds but by Di- 
vine Grace and her own virtue 
and intense love of God that 
worked in such fashion that her 
power of hearing grew beyond na- 
ture. Thus she was likewise given 
the even extraordinary 
power of seeing the Church of 
Saint Francis and the Crib of the 
Lord therein exposed.” 
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Queen of the Casserole 


A fssher and a Homemaker 


Lorna Callahan 


| BELIEVE it is safe to say that 

ours is an average family. It 
consists of one wage-earning hus- 
band, one homemaking wife and 
several rapidly-growing children. 
We have a home, a five-year old 
car, have yet to run afoul of the 
law and live in reasonable peace 
with our neighbors. 


Yet, our situation might stand 
improvement. Homes have a way 
of deteriorating if the paint buck- 
et is by-passed, and five-year old 
cars can develop the most un- 
heard-of quirks. Budget-wise, 
quirks and buckets of paint can 
become major catastrophies, es- 
‘pecially if the homemaker is work- 
ing on just one salary. 

These days she needs to be a 
skilled mathematician to figure 
her bills. It helps if she’s also-a 
sleight-of-hand artist. Then she 
‘can pluck from thin air the funds 
she must have to cover her ex- 
penses, because certainly her hus- 
band’s salary won't. And all the 
wishing and sighing in the world 
‘won't replace the worm living 
room rug or sagging couch, or 
give the youngsters those extra 
niceties she’d like them to have. 


Nor will it put steak on the 
table instead of those everlasting 
one-dish, oven-baked meals that 
have earned her the dubious title 
of Casserole Queen. 


A Temptation 


Of course, there is a possible 
solution. Like her friend, Freda 
Foster, our homemaker could go 
to work. Freda, in fact, could get 
her into her office. As Freda has 
said, “After all, my dear, you 
haven't forgotten your shorthand 
and typing. And with a new foun- 
dation and hair rinse, you should 
be able to get by.” 


It’s a temptation. Think of hav- 
ing enough money to pay every 
bill as it comes up instead of fran- 
tically retrieving coins from the 
floor furnace, looking under the 
couch cushions for stray pennies 
and guiltily breaking into piggy 
banks in order to make each fin- 
ancial deadline. 


It’s something to think about, 
and lately our homemaker has 
been- doing plenty of concentrat- 
ing. She’s mentally gone over 
Freda’s up-to-date home, with the 
luxurious deep-pile rose-tinted car- 
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peting, the handsome green sec- 
tional couch, the new _ vertical 
blinds, the twenty-one inch tele- 
vision set and the fabulous lamps. 
Freda’s home is like something out 
of a magazine. 


Freda herself is always beauti- 
fully groomed. She has the right 
outfit for every occasion. Smart 
business suits and nylon blouses, 
gorgeous evening gowns, chic hats, 
coats, shoes and costume jewelry. 
Even Freda’s house dresses — 
when she isn't in a housecoat — 
are glamorous. 


Freda’s husband has a good job. 
He also has ulcers and that is per- 
haps why he is so irritable at times. 
But they do make a_ handsome, 
prosperous-looking couple, Fred 
and Freda Foster. 

Freda’s two little boys, Tommy 
and Tim, are cute youngsters, ex- 
cept for the peevish set of their 
mouths. But why they should be 
peevish is hard to understand. 
Freda sees that they have every- 
thing — the best leather jackets, 
wristwatches, their own TV set in 
their room, and generous allow- 
ances. Tommy and Tim don’t like 
being in military school, of course, 
because they can never be home, 
even during summer vacation, un- 
less Fred or Freda are there. But, 
of course, they couldn’t let the 
children run wild while they are 
at work, could they? 


This is a far cry from our home- 
maker’s setup. Her home has that 


“lived-in” look — with a ven- 
geance. The rug is so threadbare 
that she keeps the blinds at half- 
mast during the day so that the 
sun won't highlight the worn 
spots. The couch was a wedding 
present seventeen years before, 
and she has re-covered it eight 
times. At the moment it’s a spot- 
ted red corduory, and the spots 
were not the manufacturer's §in- 
tention. The Venetian blinds do 
sport some new tapes, from which 
her budget has not yet recovered, 
but the television set is an early 
model, and better lamps have been 
seen in the second hand shops. 

Her husband has a_ fair job, 
which brings in an average wage. 
At least he likes it and gets along 
well with his co-workers. To date 
he has acquired no ulcers, nor has 
his disposition suffered. Unlike 
Fred, he has not forgotten how to 
smile. His homecomings are filled 
with humorous accounts of the 
day’s happenings. It’s his policy to 
make light of the burdensome 
things. That way he can take them 
in stride. 

Our homemaker’s boys come 
straight from school, bursting into 
the kitchen each afternoon filled 
with their joys or their problems. 
It doesn’t matter which because 
Mom’s there, most likely with sup- 
per in preparation, and maybe a 
pie or iced cake standing on the 
sideboard. As they tell her what 
homework they have, what pro- 
gress or mistakes they made at 
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school, their hands dip into the 
cookie jar for a pre-supper snack. 
They change their school pants for 
jeans and hang up their jackets. 
And they don’t seem to notice that 
the house is practically falling 
apart. In fact they seem to take 
pride in its shabby gentility, even 
cleaning up their crumbs, and 
clearing away their toys after 
play. 

Of course, our homemaker had 
to work at this a little, for boys, 
naturally, will be boys, getting 
crumbs on the rug and using it 
for a play area. But they clean up 
after themselves now, doing it with 
good spirit and enjoying the fact 
that anyone could drop in unex- 
pectedly and not think they'd call- 
ed just after a cyclone had struck. 

To be truthful, Freda’s house 
is like that, too. When the mili- 
tary school bus brings the boys 
home at five, they know they must 
put away their uniforms (they do 
cost so much, Freda says) and get 
into their denims. They must not 
turn on the TV set in the living 
room, nor play on the good rug. 
Nor are they allowed get 
crumbs on it. Their eating is con- 
fined strictly to the breakfast room, 
at certain prescribed meal times, 
with all due observance of table 
manners. 

Freda is proud that her boys 
eat silently, their left hands in 
their laps. As she says, she has a 
right to expect some extra-curri- 
cular benefits, such as fine eating 
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habits for her boys. Sending them 
to military school is expensive you 
know. And she does have so little 
time for herself. As for their stud- 
ies and how they’re getting along, 
Freda says she pays the school 
authorities to attend to that. It’s 
their problem. 


Mother . . . Homemaker 


On thinking all this over again, 
our homemaker asks, is that so? Is 
it right for a mother to expect 
school authorities to do her job? 
Isn't it her job to listen to her 
children’s problems and to help 
them solve them? Why should a 
child bother to improve his work 
if his mother doesn’t bother? A 
mother was created to listen to her 
children, not only with her ears, 
but with her heart. 


A mother is a homemaker. And 
the home she makes does not ne- 
cessarily mean a house furnished 
with the most modern furniture, 
or the latest gadgets. A home is 
richly furnished when it’s tended 
with a mother’s loving hand. After 
all, the best of furniture goes out 
of stvle. But a home, even a shab- 
bily furnished one, can become a 
child’s heritage. He can grow up. 
remembering the love he was 
given there. 


Let’s see now. Where did I put 
that latest grocery store magazine? 
There’s a casserole dish in it I 
haven't tried yet. 
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Doctor Advises on 


The Child—Young Adult 


Robert P. Odenwald, M.D., F.A.P.A. 


II 


\WHEN a proper relationship has 
been established between the 
parent and the child, his adjust- 
ment to school and to the teacher 
is an easy one. However, we 
should not forget that teachers too 
are human beings, subject to 
physical and emotional difficulties 
like the rest of us. To the child 
and especially to the Catholic 
child, they are persons with su- 
preme authority and _ regarded 
with reverence and respect. The 
average child wants the teacher's 
approval as much as he wants the 
parent’s approval. 
' There is a tendency today to 
always blame the teacher for the 
ill-conduct of a school-child, just 
as some people indulge in a whole- 
sale condemnation of modern par- 
enthood. The sincerity and the 
goodwill of the average teacher 
are just as much above reproach 
as that of the average parent. 


Teacher’s Task Isn’t Easy 
But the average teacher is in a 
very different position. She is ex- 


pected to teach certain subjects to 
quite a large number of pupils who 


Please, Note 


This is the second of a 
two-part series of articles 
by Doctor Odenwald. Each 
is complete in itself, but 
we suggest that you look 
up your March issue of 
The Family Digest and 
read the first article in the 
event that you missed it. 
Then read the second—for 
your and your child’s 
benefit. 


either live up to the grade re- 
quirements and are promoted, or 
fail to do their work satisfactorily 
and must repeat the grade. 


If the teacher were confronted 
with a physically, intellectually 
and emotionally homogenous 
group, this would be an easy task. 
However, they have to deal with 
shy youngsters who stutter, trem- 
ble or cry, and those who are 
constantly late, slow, spiteful, or 
ask to be “excused” every few 
minutes. It then becomes an im- 
portant problem ot individual 


38 


THE CHILD— YOUNG ADULT 


handling of these children, to de- 
termine the reasons for their be- 
havior :ahd of molding them to 
conform with conventional stand- 
ards of achievement, 


Unfortunately, our present edu- 
cational system is built upon 
achievement and partially directed 
to the so-called superior intelli- 
gence; the average pupil is more 
or less neglected; he just tags 
along. One teacher competes with 
another for a high intellectual 
standing of his class; one school 
endeavors to excel the other. Fel- 
lowships are widely publicized 
and schools which cannot offer 
candidates for fellowships are re- 
garded as mediocre. 


_ This can be achieved only by 
‘neglecting the development of the 
‘personality, by forgetting that the 
school is not only an instrument 
of education but a medium of fit- 
ting children for communal life. 


Children enter school as differ- 
ent personalities in varying de- 
grees of adjustment to society. 
Some children have difficulty in 
associating with one another, while 
others easily fit in. An only child 
has greater difficulty than the 
child of large families, who has 
learned to practice giving as well 
as taking. 

Some children develop during 
their school years lasting friend- 
ships, but we know how anger, 
jealousy, cruelty and revengeful- 
ness may at an early age mark the 
character of a child, make him 
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asocial and cause a great deal of 
suffering for himself and his vic- 
tims. 


Fear Is Contagious 


I have under my treatment an 
outstanding, intellectually gifted 
physicist who did not make friends 
and does not know the names of 
any of his comrades of grammar 
or high school. All teachers pro- 
moted him in every way possible; 
for example, in every inspection of 
the classrooms no one was asked 
questions but him. He was the 
champion “quiz kid.” He got all 
the honors. The other children 
disliked him and refused to associ- 
ate with him, especially as he was 
poor in sports. He developed fear 
and anxiety. 


As stated before fear is conta- 
gious and the anxious fear of a par- 
ent will be reflected in his child. 
We cannot discuss here the whole 
problem of fear. But we should 
remember that education, especial- 
ly religious education, must seek 
to train a child to distinguish be- 
tween fears which are natural and 
those which are irrational. 

The child’s education must seek 
to convince him of his security and 
to foster confidence in himself, in 
the world and most of all in God. 
We must remember that in some 
matters the child is justified’ in 
being afraid. To rebuke him, or 
to scoff at his timidity, merely be- 
cause he is afraid, is poor child 
psychology. 
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Strange and violent fears are 
not uncommon in children be- 
tween the ages of five and six. 
Such fears should not alarm the 
parents too much, since this is 
usually a phase in the child’s life 
which quickly passes. If a child 
is afraid, it is because he feels that 
he is not equal to the emergencies 
of the world, because he cannot 
find his particular goal in life. It 
will be difficult to convince this 
child that he is as well qualified as 
others to meet his struggle in life, 
if- his parents speak to him as if 
he were a coward or a weakling. 
We must remember that no mat- 
ter how ridiculous or foolish a 
child’s fear may seem to an adult 
it is very real to the child and 
therefore must be respected. 


How To Prevent Fears 


Parents and teachers can do a 
great deal to prevent irrational 
fears. It is necessary, first of all, 
to know how the fear has arisen 
and what made it grow. There- 
fore, whenever a child shows fright 
out of proportion to the true dan- 
ger of the situation, we must at- 
tempt to discover what this anx- 
iety is and what is its origin. 


This will not always be easy. It 
must be understood that the de- 
ficiencies and inferiorities of chil- 
dren cannot always be well ex- 
pressed. Everyone who has had 
experience with children knows 
how deep and intense their feel- 
ings can be and how imperfectly 


a child expresses his thoughts. 
Penetration to the real source of 
fear can only be accomplished by 
one who is patiently ready to de- 
vote his love and his care in at- 
tempting to track down the ori- 
gins and their significance. 


Fear, anxiety, and maladjust- 
ment are not present if there is a 
trusting and affectionate parent- 
child relationship. However, for 
the training of the child, the fath- 
er-mother relationship is extremely 
important. When there is bicker- 
ing between parents or marital in- 
compatibility in the home, the 
child is upset in his loyalty. He 
sides first with one parent, then 
with the other. The youngster’s 
affections are strained in two di- 
rections at once and he is emo- 
tionally torn apart. Said a_ ten- 
year old boy, “I would rather be 
here in the detention home than 
live with my continually scrapping 
parents.” 


Emotional Disorders 


The two World Wars brought a 
realization of the existence of men- 
tal and emotional diseases. In 
World War II, one out of three 
inductees was rejected because of 
mental or emotional disorders, and 
at the end of the war nearly one- 
half of the medical discharges, or 
exactly 44.6% were because of 
these mental and emotional disor- 
ders. 


This brings us to the question of 
what can be done about these 
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ever-increasing disturbances. How 
can we prevent mental disorders? 
The time to prevent their develop- 
ment is in the early periods of life 
—childhood and adolescence. 


Of all the periods of life, child- 
hood is perhaps the most challeng- 
ing and the richest in opportunity 
for affecting mental health. It is 
a time in which youth not only 
finds purpose in living and de- 
velops healthy attitudes towards 
life, but also wherein they can 
turn down the wrong avenue and 
develop mental attitudes that will 
cripple them just as surely as any 
physical injury. 


Seek The Cause 


Very often the problem present- 
ed by a child may seem extremely 
complex. However, compared to 
those of adults with their fixed 
and rigid compulsive habits, they 
are in general more easily under- 
standable because of the brevity 
and simplicity of the child’s ex- 
perience, their ignorance of life 
and their naturalness of thought 
which tend to make the personal- 
ity of children more readily ex- 
plicable and understandable. 

In the study of child psychiatry 
one finds the psychotic, the psy- 
choneurotic, and the maladjusted 
of later life, and if one searches 
for the cause and its background, 
one may find a story of neglect, 
mistreatment, or—very mildly ex- 
pressed —a complete misunder- 
standing of a child. 


41 

No child is born bad. If he falls 
into evil ways, it is because he 
has had the wrong kind of en- 
vironment, improper training and 
a bad example. It is because no 


adequate effort was made to check 
his behavior tendencies. 


Give a child a chance, give him 
the advantage of love and he will 
respond as readily as if he were 
under a doctor’s care and the vic- 
tim of a physical disease. Delin- 
quency is basically a revolt against 
the parent, against the teacher and 
against society. 

The stealing of a nickel or a 
dime may be lightly treated but 
the theft of $100 becomes a juv- 
enile delinquency. Child training 
is unthinkable without authorita- 
tive guidance by the natural in- 
structors, the parents. Obedience 
on the part of the child is basically 
necessary. When a child becomes 
old enough to sense his secure 
place within the family, the par- 
ents are recognized as the ones 
in command. The child accepts 
obedience just as he recognizes 
that he is fed, dressed and taken 
care of and that obedience works 
out to his own advantage. 


Be Consistent 


However, inconsistency of the 
parents based on thoughtlessness 
or moodiness gives rise to disobe- 
dience. The child may very early 
recognize that his parents are in 
some way disobedient to the law, 
such as traffic violations, evasions 
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of taxes and so forth. He is told 
to pretend to be younger than his 
age to get a child’s ticket to a 
movie; he is mixed up; in school 
he was taught he must not lie. 
Again, some children feel that 
their parents regard them as a bur- 
dren and a strain on family finan- 
ces. 


. These are only a few factors 
which may contribute to delin- 
quency. If a person has grown 
up, let’s say to 20 years of age, he 
is unable to forget, to suppress or 
repress his damaging past expe- 
riences. Like all human beings he 
has made mistakes, he has been 
frustrated, he has sinned and has 
guilty feelings and compunctions. 
If he faces these conditions freely 
he will profit from his experiences. 
If the past experiences are too 
overwhelming, he cannot rid him- 
self of their distressing memory. 
He becomes indecisive, unable to 
comply with the rules of society; 
he becomes neurotic and may need 
psychiatric help. 


Child Neurosis 


There are many factors which ° 


may contribute to the neurosis of 
a child. Certain types of adults 
contribute to neurotic personalities 
in children whom they bring up. 
Some over-protective adults anti- 
eipate every wish of a child. He is 
fed before he is hungry. His bab- 
ble is interpreted as perfect speech 
and he has no need to talk intelli- 
gently. Grandmothers and aunts 


will tell you that this six-month- 
old child speaks perfectly and un- 
derstands every word that is said 
to him. These children are smoth- 
ered and develop speech defects 
and in later life need speech cor- 
rection. 

These same parents give the 
child difficult types of toys, long 
before he is ready for them. The 
over - protected child becomes 
smug, lazy and unappreciative. 
The only chance for his freedom to 
develop comes if another child is 
born or some other event happens 
to divert this smothering influence 
of the parents. However, freedom 
may come too late, and the child 
may continue with the fixed idea 
that everything will be done for 
him, and becomes resentful when 
the support fails. 


Parental Dictators 


There are other parents who 
cannot tolerate uninhibited chil- 
dren and act as dictators, sticking 
to a definite blueprint of what the 
child’ should be. These parents 
have at their command every book 
on child psychology and the bring- 
ing up of children. They forget 
that there is a natural way, an in- 
stinctive bringing up, and that 
every child is different and an in- 
dividual in his own right. What- 
ever the dominant attitude may 
be, the child is confronted with 
the problem of whether to comply 
or to rebel. If he complies he 
loses the satisfaction of initiative 
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and the result is anxiety. If he 
rebels he also develops anxiety, 
since the strength of the child is 
uncertain and the loneliness over- 
whelming. 


The child may fluctuate be- 
tween these two solutions or at- 
tempt to find a way of life which 
includes them both. The results 
are always disappointing and can 
produce greater conflict, depend- 
ence or early signs of manic de- 
pressive disturbances. These are 
the people who do a great deal for 
others, and receive nothing for 
themselves. They give much, and 
ask much, and are resentful if 
nothing is given in return. Their 
whole lives are spent in getting 
the things they want through oth- 
ers. 


You Can Be Wrong 


When the authority (parent) 
sets himself up as infallible, right 
and just, and continues on this 
basis, it becomes even more diffi- 
cult for the child to develop in the 
proper way. The child may be 
told that a parent is always right 
and always just and that God 
severely punishes the child who 
disobeys the parent. 


Can one resent someone who is 
just? Yet who can refrain from re- 
sentment in not being able to act 
in his own interest? Hostility then 
comes out in covert form. When 
such a child tries to do things for 
himself, he is such a failure com- 
pared with the authoritative par- 
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ent’s ideal that he grows more 
helpless, more anxious. He tries 
to attain freedom by becoming 
more clearly infallible than the 
authority (obsession and compul- 
sion). He forsakes natural slow 
development and attempts to learn 
everything the quickest possible 
way. 

This poor child tries hard to be 
perfect, to be the best behaved 
child, the most right, the most 
just and the most informed child. 
Reality makes it quite evident that 
he is far from perfect and he be- 
comes anxious. Though he is of 
normal intelligence, learning in 
school will be difficult for him, for 
his anxiety prevents him from ad- 
mitting, even to himself, that he. 
does not know everything. Any 
pursuit of perfection produces con- 
flict. He withdraws gradually, un-— 
safe, unhappy and insecure. 


A Child Speaks 


May I quote the anonymous 
author of A Child Speaks to Its 
Parents: 


Give me food to nourish me 
Warmth and comforting 
Security in your love: 


Things change so quickly and 
appear so strange: 


Let me enjoy my five senses. 


Give me plenty of things to 
handle, to feel, to smell, to touch, 
to hear; and some that I may 
break. 
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Let me try out my new powers as 
my body develops—to sit, to 
creep, stand, walk, climb and 
jump when I am ready. 

Don’t mix up the natural needs of 
my body with your emotions or 
mind. 

Don’t make me experience ‘too 
much, too many, too long.’ 

Do not punish me for being angry 
when I have been disappointed 
or deprived—it is bad enough 
as it is. 

Speak to me with your heart and 
your hands: I do not understand 
your words. 

Surround me with kindly people. 

Give me peace in which to grow, 

Give me a corner in your home all 
my own; 

Give me my share of attention 
and consideration. 

Let me question: Give me as hon- 
est an answer as you know. 

Let me experiment; let me find 
out things for myself. 

Let me stay sensitive to beauty. 

Let me have fun out of little 
things, no matter how foolish 
they may seem to you. 

Encourage my efforts to do things 
even when I do not do them 
very well. 

Be patient with my little messes; 
I am learning. 

Let me share responsibilities; 
measure them out to me accord- 
ing to my size. 


Let me learn to take my turn in a 
task, a game, or a reward. 


Watch me play and so let me tell 
you how I am trying te work 
out the problems I am up 
against. 


When you tell me to do this and 
that, tell me why. 


Let me feel that I am wanted, 
that I am important to you. 


Include me in the family plans 
when you can. 


Be friendly and loyal to me, that 
I may know how to be the same 
to others, 


Prove to me that a promise is a 
promise. 


Please don’t keep me your baby 
when I want to feel grown up. 


Don’t make me afraid of losing 
your love. 


Don’t implant your own fears in 
me; my own are difficult enough 
for me to handle. 


Help me feel the difference 
between make-believe and 
reality. 

Help me not to act when I am 
angry; but don’t make me so 
afraid of being angry that I lose 
my capacity to fee] strongly. 


Let me learn, bit by bit, to 
bear pain, to want and to post- 
pone; 

Let me learn to look forward 
to pleasures that are coming. 
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She Never Knew Home 


Blackie 


Sr. M. Dominic, R.G.S. 


"THE knock on my office door 

was quick, erratic. I opened 
it and, like a whirling little der- 
vish, she was on me. Curls curved 
like question marks, and smile 
more roguish than before. 

“See what I did!” extending the 
round brown arm. 

“Blackie,” I gasped, “How—” 
then I kept still. She’d been hand- 
ing me her confidence lately — 
gingerly, a squirrel-with-a-nut af- 
fair. If I questioned, she’d stick it 
back again in the ground. 

The scratches on her arm glow- 
ed like V-signs on Broadway. Her 
eyes went to them and back to 
me. “I did it myself,” she said. 
“I—I get to hating myself so bad 
sometimes I could just tear myself 
to pieces. I got that way last 
night, sol...” 

“You feel you’ve been so bad 
you've got to do things to your- 
self?” 

She nodded vigorously with her 
curls popping up and down just 
like my kid sister's used to do 
when we went riding horseback — 
she always rode in front on the 


horse’s neck with me on the sad- 
dle and another kid behind. 


“That’s right,” she approved, 
“That’s it. Once,” a quick squint 
up, “once at home I hated myself 
so much I took a butcher knife— 
there wasn’t anyone there but me— 
and I started whacking myself 
on the arm; would have cut it off 
too only a neighbor came in and 
stopped me.” 


“At home?” 


“Yes. Well, that is—” the words 
came in a quick burst and slam- 
med down on me like a hailstorm. 
“I don’t remember which home. 
Maybe it was my fourth, or fifth, 
or sixth. . .” Yes, and maybe it 
was your first or second or third, 
or maybe it was the orphanage, 
or perhaps the juvenile detention. 
How would you remember? 


Why Do They? 


“Sister. . .” 
“Yes, Blackie.” 


“Why do some mothers leave 
their babies in baskets on eleva- 
tors in big department stores, or 
on doorsteps, or on sidewalks? I 
wouldn't, Sister. I think if I had 
a baby Id love it more than any- 
thing on earth. Why do they, Sis- 
ter?” 
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“God help me,” I prayed fast, 
“God help me.” To Blackie, I said: 
“Some mothers are bad mothers, 
Blackie; the babies aren’t bad, the 
mothers are.” 


“Oh.” I could see her turning 
that one over like you do a flap- 
jack; she wasn’t sure it fitted the 
pan. She decided, and flopped it 
out. 


Her words were fast and hard, 
hard like her poor frozen little 
heart, and she jerked and threw 
and slung them out as they came. 
“I don’t know my mother. I don’t 
even know if I have a father. I 
don’t know if Blackie Green is my 
own name.” 


(Poor little kid with a name 
stuck on her like a_ price tag. 
Maybe the policeman who picked 
her up was Blackie, and maybe 
the blanket around her was green. 
Or maybe the police were just 
tired naming babies that day, and 
so they stuck two colors onto her.) 


“Sister, how can I find my own 
mother? How will I know. she’s 
my own mother when I meet her? 
I could have seen her down town 
today, or yesterday, or maybe in 
the drug store by the soda foun- 
tain. How would I know? I’ve got 
to find her; I'll never stop search- 
ing until I die. I dream about her 
all night, every night. But Sister— 
how’'ll I know her when I see her, 
that’s what’s bothering me. It’s 
driving me crazy. That’s why I 
can’t remember things . . . what 


I’m supposed to do . . . my school- 
work. Didn’t my mother love me, 
or was she just too poor to keep 
me? I’m big enough to take care 
of myself now, if I could only find 
my mother.” 


Headed For Trouble 


She looked up at me with the 
big brown eyes with lights in them 
that reminded me of the old swim- 
ming pools we haunted long ago. 
“Sister, how will I know her?” 

I don’t know, Blackie. Honestly, 
I don’t know how you'll ever find 
your mother. But this I do know: 
you'll pay for the mother-love you 
didn’t get. A child who never feels 
the warm love and interest of a 
mother or a foster-mother is head- 
ed for trouble. She is likely to 
grow up with no interest in others, 
self-centered and selfish. She has 
never known love, and therefore 
she does not give it. 


Blackie had been such a child. 
Perhaps she was illegitimate, or 
maybe an.unwanted addition to an 
already large family, or she may 
have been the child of divorce. 
Anyhow, her mother left her, and 
no one was found to take her 
place. So she feels herself alone 
and unwanted. She cannot accept 
friendship. A life of insecurity ex- 
presses itself in feelings of guilt 
driving her to unreasonable acts, 
in restlessness, in the inability to 
settle down. 

“Sister. . . 

Startled from my _ reverie, I 
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looked down into the precocious, cards lay there, forgotten and neg- 
sensitive little face of the twelve- _ lected, in still, lonesome little piles. 
year old girl. Quietly accepting “Sister.” 

my preoccupation she had, in her “Yes, Blackie.” 

old-young way, slipped onto the “Sister, I don’t think even God 
floor to occupy herself with her wants me. I can’t understand why 
favorite game — solitaire. Now the He let me be born. Can you?” 


Try This during Holy Week 


The suggestion of Archbishop John F. O’Hara, of Philadel- 
phia, that Catholics should turn off their radio and TV sets 
for a week during Lent is a sane and sensible idea. 

If it sounds at first a bit drastic, just think how much more 
severe the penance could be. Suppose you were asked to keep 
your radio or TV turned ON for a full week. Suppose you were 
condemned to spend all your leisure hours for a week gazing 
fixedly at the 21-inch screen, or listening to the inanities of 
endlessly chattering disc-jockeys. 

Such a prospect would rival the Chinese water-cure as a 
torture for most people. It would be an inhuman penance, 
which no shepherd of souls would dare to suggest. It would 
lack the salutary effect which is the result of every truly good 
penance. 

Turning the TV and radio off for a week might uncover 
some surprising facts, but it couldn’t hurt you. You might find 
yourself embarrassingly short of conversational talent. You 
might find that you and your family are poorly equipped to 
entertain yourselves. 

But you would also find that you didn’t really miss much, 
when the week was over. You would find you had time for 
some more important and significant activities—including more 
Church-going and prayer during the Lenten season. 

Most of all you would find yourself still able to discipline 
your appetites—a paramount purpose of Lent.—Indiana Catholic 
and Record. 


If you adopt’ Archbishop O’Hara’s suggestion for one week 
during Lent, we suggest you select Holy Week. Exceptions might 
be made for Catholic services which are broadcast or televised 
at times when services are not being held in your own parish 
eburch. 
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Should Your Reading 
Be Censored? 


Commonsense on Widely Debated Topic 


Rev. Donald F. Miller, C.SS.R. 


Reprinted from The Liguorian* 


“THE question in the above title 
disturbs and even angers many 
people. It certainly is a stumbling 
block to many non-Catholics, and 
the Catholic answer to the ques- 
tion is made into a constantly re- 
curring objection to the Catholic 
religion by those who feel oblig- 
ed to write and speak against it. 
Thus Paul Blanshard, writer of 
two recent anti-Catholic books, de- 
voted many pages to hurling ac- 
cusations of dictatorship and op- 
position to freedom of research 
against the Catholic Church be- 
cause she prohibits Catholics to 
read certain books. 
Thus Anglican Archbishop 
Geoffrey Fisher of England re- 
cently supported the statement 
that the prohibition of certain 
books represents “bullying” on the 
part of the Catholic clergy over 
their people. 
There has been scarcely a single 
denunciation of the Catholic 
Church in recent years that has 


* Liguori, Missouri 


not offered Catholic censorship 
and prohibition of books as a ma- 
jor argument against her. 


Three Attitudes 


Even Catholics at times feel an- 
noyance and resentment against 
the idea that their reading should 
be in any way censored. Some go 
so far as sinfully to ignore the 
rulings that the Church has laid 
down in this matter, and read any- 
thing they have a mind to. Others 
feel an inclination to apologize for 
the fact that their Church prohib- 
its certain books, as if they were 
admitting. that this is indeed a 
black mark against the true relig- 
ion, And almost every Catholic, 
prone as all human nature is to re- 
sent having to buckle down to obe- 
dience, feels at times that he 
should be trusted by the Church 
to read anything he pleases. 

But there is more to this ques- 
tion than immediately meets the 
eye. It involves basic truths about 
human nature, direct teachings of 
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Jesus Christ, and lessons of world- 
wide experience, that should be 
considered whenever the question 
of censorship of books is raised. 
This is another case of the truth 
ef the saying that has brought 
many a convert into the Catholic 
Church: probe deeply enough into 
any principle or practice of the 
Catholic religion and you will find 
that it is intimately bound up 
with inescapable truths concerning 
Ged and man and human destiny 
as a whole. 


That this is true in the matter of 
the censorship and prohibition of 
certain reading matter by the au- 
thority of the Catholic Church may 
be shown in two ways. First, it 
can be shown negatively, i.e., by 
a simple statement about what you 
must believe about your nature 
and destiny if you maintain that 
you should be permitted to read 
anything. Second, it can be shown 
positively, i.e., by a statement of 
the truths about your nature and 
destiny which demand that some 
censorship of your reading be ac- 
cepted. 


‘Mf You Are Perfect’ 


If you resist and reject any exer- 
cise of authority over your reading, 
you must do so on the basis of one 
cf the three following italicized 
statements. 


a. There should be absolutely no 
censorship or prohibitions of read- 


49 


‘ing matter for you, if you are per- 


fect. 


By “being perfect”, we here 
mean perfectly capable of two 
things, to be taken not mpeey 
but together. 


The first is that you are perfect- 
ly capable of reaching and grasp- 
ing the truth about any matter that 
comes to your attention, no matter 
what false evidence, or misrepre- 
sentation of facts, or subtly twisted 
arguments, are presented to your 
view. 

Are you thus perfect? Would 
you say that you have never made 
a mistake of judgment in your life? 
Have you never had to change an 
opinion that you once held as if it 
were not an opinion but an un- 
changeable truth? Has anybody 
ever deceived you by false state- 
ments and lies? Or would you say 
that it is impossible for anybody 
ever to deceive you because you 
have the power to see at once 
through every misrepresentation 
and lie? 


If you are not thus perfect and 
if it is important at all that you be 
not deceived through bad reading, 
you must welcome help in decid- 
ing what you should read. 


Could You Be Wrong? 


The second thing you must be 
capable of, if you are perfect in 
this regard, is that of never finding 
your mind swayed from the truth, 
or your will led into evil, by the 
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force of your passions or your pre- 
judices. 

Are you thus perfect? Let us say 
that you know what the virtue of 
purity is and you desire to be pure. 
Have you ever found yourself 
paging through an illustrated sexy 
booklet, or a pornographic novel, 
with the result that your passions 
became much stronger than your 
knowledge of purity and your de- 
sire to be pure? 


Or let us say that you are mar- 
ried and you have been a fair 
Christian. But your marriage has 
turned out to be very unhappy. 
You know that Christ said you are 
married for life, no matter what 
problems this creates. Now you 
read a book that presents a glow- 
ing and highly emotional case for 
freedom to divorce a lawful spouse 
and to marry somebody else. 
Would you say that your know- 
ledge of Christ’s law makes you 
absolutely immune to even the 
slightest thought of escaping your 
unhappy marriage and finding a 
better partner when you read a 
glowing defense of such conduct? 


You’re Not Alone 


Now even these two imperfec- 
tions, that of being prone to be 
swayed by false evidence and ar- 
guments, and that of being swept 
away by your passions from adher- 
ing to truth, would not matter too 
much if they affected you only in 
unimportant affairs. It will not 


hurt you too much, in a practical. 


sense, if you are deceived into 
holding that the earth is flat in- 
stead of round, or that the moon 
is made of cheese. But it will 
hurt you eternally if you are de- 
ceived or driven by your passions 
into maintaining errors about your 
soul, about God, about heaven and 
hell, about religion. In these mat- 
ters you have to have the truth 
and you have to cling to it and you 
have to avoid the danger of turn- 
ing aside from it. 

Therefore it stands to reason 
that, if there is an authority in the 
world set up by God to lead you 
to heaven, you must expect and 
even demand of that authority 
that it save you from your own 
weakness and imperfection by 
guiding your reading in some way. 


‘If You Are Hopeless’ 


b. There should be absolutely no 
censorship of your reading, if you 
are hopeless, i.e., incapable of 
knowing or following the truth 
about God, your soul, your destiny. 

There are those who hold that 
it is impossible for any human be- 
ing to grasp with certainty any 
truth about God or religion or a 
moral law. If you are among them, 
of course you should read any- 
thing, because you start out with 
the principle that you are never 
going to attain certain truth any- 
way. 

There are others who hold that 
they (and you) are so totally cor- 
rupt and depraved that nothing 
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can stop them (and you) from fall- 
ing into both error and sin. If you 
believe that nothing can save you 
from mistakes and evil, then of 
course you should submit to no 
authority that pretends to be able 
to do so. You should go right 
ahead and read anything — the 
most obscene literature and the 
wildest fantasies of diseased minds, 
because you are going to be a sin- 
ner anyway. 

But if your mind rejects the idea 
that you are totally corrupt, if you 
believe that there is some hope of 
your escaping the degradation of 
evil, if you recognize an authority 
set up by Christ to help you to 
keep His commandments, again 
you must be eager to submit 
io its guidance in the matter of 
reading, in which it is so easy for 
you to be led astray. 


‘If There Is No Eternity’ 


ce. There should be absolutely 
no censorship of your reading if 
this world is the only one you have 
to live for, i.e., if there is no eter- 
nity for which you must prepare. 


If you are an out-and-out secu- 
larist, you will naturally and bitter- 
ly resent any attempt to interfere 
with your freedom to get as much 
out of this world as you can. This 
will hold, not only in the matter 
of your reading, but in all other 
things as well. You have to grab 
as much money, enjoy as much 
pleasure, and indulge as many in- 
clinations as you possibly can, if 


you are hastening on your way to- 
ward nothingness and _ oblivion. 
Nobody is going to get away with 
telling you that you must not read 
sexy books, or the writings of other 
secularists that make you feel safer 
(though never completely safe) in 
following your whims, your pas- 
sions, your inclinations. 


But if you are convinced that 
you have been created to use this 
world only as a means to winning 
an eternal destiny of happiness in 
heaven, and if you believe that 
God Himself has laid down the 
rules, and set up an institution in 
this world to help you keep the 
rules, you will in no way be of- 
fended that God’s representative 
tells you what you should not read 
if you want to save your soul. 

Thus every expression of opposi- 
tion to any sort of censorship or 
prohibition of books springs from 
one of these three false principles: 
that you are perfect, that you are 
hopeless, or that you are made for 
this world alone. Surely you know 
enough about yourself to reject 
each of these principles. 


Flows From Basic Truths 


But the necessity of some cen- 
sorship of your reading can be seen 
still more clearly through reflec- 
tion on the basic truths of Chris- 
tianity from which it flows. A 
true Christian is bound to accept 
these truths; if he denies them, he 
places himself outside the fold of 
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the followers of Christ. And in ac- 
cepting them he finds that both 
his own conscience and the Church 
that represents Christ in the world 
are under obligation to preserve 
him from bad and dangerous read- 
ing. The important truths are 
these: 


1. Your first and supremely im- 
portant task in life, as made known 
to you by the Son of God Him- 
self, is to save your immortal soul. 

All things that interest you in 
life must be subordinated to that 
goal: your pleasures and amuse- 
ments, your work for a living, your 
relationship with others, your 
plans and ambitions—all must be 
brought into line with your first 
concern for saving your soul. Sure- 
ly your reading is among these 
things. If a certain kind of read- 
ing can lessen your chance of sav- 
ing your soul, there must be def- 
inite rules laid down and followed 
concerning that reading. 


2. In trying to save your soul, 
you are handicapped by the effects 
of original sin. 


One of the effects of original 
sin was put into words by God 
after the sin of your first parents: 
“In the sweat of your brow you 
shall eat your bread.” This ex- 
plains why you have to work for 
a living, and to worry about your 
job and your income and the nec- 
essities of life for yourself and your 
family. 


In so doing. as an average Chris- 


tian, you do not have the time re- 
quired to study and analyze and 
weigh all the various, contradict- 
ory, religious ideas presented by 
different men. It can be admitted 
that if all human beings had ample 
time to study all sides of every re- 
ligious question that might arise, 
then all who were not influenced 
by pride or passion would come to 
grasp and follow the truth. 

The mind is like that. Give it 
all the evidence and all the angles 
on any problem and it will recog- 
nize the truth if passion does not 
interfere. But, even apart from 
the influence of passion and pride, 
you simply do not have the time, 
if you are working for a living, to 
make a thorough study of all these 
things. 


To Save Your Soul 


But despite your having to work 
for a living, you still have to save 
your soul. If God wants you to do 
that, He must have set up some 
kind of. defense against your en- 
dangering your soul’s salvation by 
bad reading. His Church takes 
care of that by saying to you: If 
you haven't enough time to read 
everything, to study the pros and 
cons of every new doctrine, then 
make sure of your salvation by 
spending the little time you have 
in reading things that will help, 
not hurt you. 


Another effect of original sia is 
the human tendency in all of us, 
already referred to, to be influ- 
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‘enced by our pride and our pas- 
sions even when they run counter 
to our knowledge of the truth. We 
have in us what led to the fall of 
Adam and Eve: we want to be 
independent; we want to be like 
unto God. 

This inclination grows in 
strength and can become overpow- 
ering if a person fires his imagina- 
tion and excites his senses by read- 
ing glowing accounts of the glory 
of independence, or of the bodily 
delights of evil. Anybody, for ex- 
ample, who says that he should be 
permitted to read all the obscene 
literature he wants to because he 
knows what is right and wrong, is 
guilty (and he knows it) of horrible 
logic. Such reading can sweep 
him irresistibly into wrong, no mat- 
ter how firm is his knowledge of 
what is right. 


Again, then, if saving your soul 
is your most important task, you 
must be protected in some way 
from reading anything that might 
sweep you into sin and into hell, 


The Church’s Duty 


3. The Catholic Church is the 
official means that Christ set up 
to help you save your soul, and 
she has the obligation to make 
rules in regard to your reading in 
accord with the above truths. 


Some maintain that, in exercis- 
ing censorship over the reading of 
Catholics, the Church interferes 
with their freedom in an unjusti- 
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fiable way. Others say that such 
censorship is unnecessary and 
therefore objectionable, because 
the individual’s conscience can be 
depended on to take care of this 
matter for himself. 


The defenders of unlimited free- 
dom are practically without excep- 
tion those who admit to no def- 
inite divine plan or purpose for 
human life. They want to make 
freedom the end and goal of 
human existence. Anyone who ac- 
cepts the truth that his freedom is 
to be used to win an everlasting 
happiness will want that freedom 
to be limited by any kind of rul- 
ing that will keep him on the road 
to heaven and off the road to hell. 


Those who call censorship use- 
less and unnecessary are unmind- 
ful of one of the chief purposes 
of the incarnation of the Son of 
God. He became man in order, 
among other things, to reiterate 
many precepts that men already 
knew but were neglecting to their 
own everlasting sorrow. He found- 
ed a Church that would continue 
reiterating these same _ precepts, 
with the authority and the grace 
of God to back them up, and on 
which the salvation of all would 
depend. 

As to the censorship and prohi- 
bition of books, it is naive to think 
that any Christian should be con- 
sidered capable of walking into a 
library of a million books and, 
without aid, of knowing at once 
what he should and shoufd not 
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read if he wants to save his soul. 
Everybody needs help in this mat- 
ter, and needs it badly. 


Not Fear of Knowledge 


4, The censorship and prohibi- 
tion of books on the part of the 
Catholic Church in no way repre- 
sents a fear of knowledge or a mis- 
trust of those who seek it, but 
only the desire to protect the un- 
schooled and weak from being car- 
ried away from the truth that saves 
by false Christs and false proph- 
ets. 


This is amply evident from two 
facts. | First, the Church insists 
that those who are being trained 
for her priesthood examine and 
study and analyze every heresy 
and every false philosophy that 
has ever been proposed in the his- 
tory of mankind. She insists that 
those who are, in the words of 
Christ, “to teach all nations,” know 
not only what Christ taught, but 
what those who have refused to 
accept Him, or who have twisted 
His doctrine to suit ‘their fancies, 
have taught as well. The Church 
is not afraid to place any heresy 
or false teaching in the hands of 
those whose lives are dedicated to 
study and teaching and who live 
a regimen of prayer and mortifi- 
cation to hold their passions in 
check. 

The: second fact is that the 
Church readily makes exceptions 
to her severe prohibitions of cer- 
tain doctrinal reading matter in 
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favor of those who can give evi- 
dence that they have the scholar- 
ly background, the opportunity 
and time, the strong faith and self- 
discipline, to read what is forbid- 
den without being harmed. Cath- 
olic professors in universities, 
Catholic writers and organizers, 
even ordinary men and women in- 
terested in explaining the faith to 
others, can obtain permission to 
read what is forbidden to most on 
the simple ground that they will 
not be harmed but will be able to 
help others by reading even the 
most brilliantly presented errors. 


Perfect Example 


As to obscene books and publi- 
cations, anyone who says that the 
Church is unreasonable in prohib- 
iting them is a perfect example of 
why a Church, and a Church’s 
guardianship over reading matter 
are necessary. To want to be free 
to steep one’s mind in obscenity 
is to want to be permitted to sur- 
render one’s body to lust and one’s 
soul to hell. The Catholic Church 
will speak out against that as long 
as she lasts, and that will be till 
the crack of doom. 


Understanding these things, ev- 
ery true Catholic will want to 
know and will be willing to follow 
the wise rules that his Church has 
laid down to govern his reading. 
He will read no books dealing ex- 
pressly with religious or moral doc- 
trines that do not possess the im- 
primatur of a bishop or the express 
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statement of ecclesiastical permis- 
sion to be published. He will want 
to know what so-called classics or 
popular books have been banned 
by name by the authority of the 
Church. If he has the background 
and a reason for reading such 
books he will seek the necessary 


permission through his pastor. And 
he will scrupulously avoid buying, 
borrowing, possessing or reading 
any of the hundreds of books, 
magazines or pamphlets on the 
market, white or black, that are 
known to be or are obviously 
obscene. 


Family Unity? 


Ours is a Catholic family of four; two children and two 
adults. Our “daddy” is a convert. We are “fortyish,” and 
while reading Catholic press articles on the dissolution of family 
life, remembering our childhood, we are puzzled. Catholic press 
and Catholic teaching strongly advocate solidarity and unity of 
families, from youngest to oldest. We thoroughly agree. But, 
dad goes to Holy Name Society, mother goes to N.C.C.W., son 
goes to C.Y.O., daughter goes to sodality. Dad goes to retreat at 
one college, mother (if she gets a chance) goes to retreat at 
another college; son goes to boys camp, daughter goes to girls 
camp; and home is left to the dog and cat! 


And how about Sunday Mass? Children go to children’s 
Mass and sit among other children; parents are emphatically 
told not to go to this Mass, as there is no room. 


And Holy Communion—mother is looked down upon if she 
does not receive with the ladies on the second Sunday at 7:30; 
Father is upset at not seeing Dad among the men at Communion 
on the first Sunday at 9:00 o’clock, and Sister takes Tommy and 
Mary to task if they do not receive the third Sunday at chil- 
dren’s Mass. 


Perhaps I am presumptuous in feeling that the cry for 
family ties is being drowned out by the clamor of “belonging 
to” and “becoming active” in church societies of multiplying .. 
number, all highly specialized as to sex and age.—Catherine R. 
Keller in The Sign. 
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Materialistic Parents 


How Silly We Are! 


Joseph Breig 


EVERYBODY denounces the ma- 

terialism of the movies, the 
advertisements, the magazines, the 
newspapers, the theater, and so 
on. And it blamed well ought to 
be denounced. 


But every now and then we 
ought to take time out to look at 
ourselves and see whether we 
aren't materialists, too. 


Anybody can be a materialist— 
and often is. A Catholic parent 
can be one. Or a priest. Or a Sis- 
ter. Or the head of the Holy Name 
Society. Or a Catholic writer. Or 
a choir director. Or any one you 
please. 


A materialist is a person who 
puts the things that he can see, 
taste, touch, ahead of the things 
that he can’t. 


Or turn it the other way around. | 


The definition is more exact that 
way. A materialist is a person who 
puts the things that he can't see, 
taste, touch, smell or hear, second 
to the things that he can. 


What I mean is, most material- 
ists are negative materialists. 


They are materialists not so 


much by commission, as by omis- 
sion. 


Take a mother, for instance. 
She is not necessarily a materialist 
merely because she fusses over the 
health of her children, not even 
if she fusses far too much, 


Fussing is kind of natural with 
a lot of mothers, and their poor 
kids simply have to acquire 
enough preternatural patience to 
put up with it. 


Neither is mother necessarily a 
materialist because she’s always 
nagging the youngsters about their 
manners, or insisting too much on 
their being well-dressed. 


That kind of thing is more or 
Jess natural with a lot of mothers, 
too. The children have to learn to 
shrug it off. 


Mother’s Failings 


But a mother is a materialist 
when she doesn’t see — and see 
constantly — that a child’s soul is 
far more important than his health, 
his clothing or his manners, and 
that how he looks in the eyes of 
God is eternally more vital than 
how he Jooks to the neighbors. 
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HOW SILLY WE ARE! 


Let me give a couple of exam- 
ples. A boy or a girl is entitled 
to a certain amount of being let 
alone. His human dignity (or hers) 
demands that. A child shouldn’t 
simply be used to bolster his moth- 
er’s pride, or to cater to her health- 
fadism, her vitamin-consciousness, 
her Emily Post complex, or her 
clothes-horse-ism. 


Take a girl in her teens. It’s 
all right to teach her to be neat 
and clean, and reasonably attrac- 
tive, and all that. But a mother 
can head her daughter straight for 
hell by over-emphasizing physical 
beauty, and forgetting about spir- 
itual beauty and moral beauty. 


Ditto with fathers. A father 


who's always talking about mus-: 


cular prowess, and skill in sports, 
and so on, but never mentions 
strength of soul, is a materialist; 
and he isn’t doing his son any 
favors. 


A perfect instance of what I 
mean is the mother whose boys 
and girls never go to Communion 
on a_ school day because “they 
need their sleep,” and “they need 
a good hot breakfast,” and all that 
junk. 


That’s materialism. That’s being 
too conscious of this world, and 
blind to eternity. That’s teaching 
youngsters that a good meal is 
more devoutly to be desired than 
God’s grace and God’s presence. 


Or take the people who haunt 
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the novenas, but always to pray 
for anything and everything ex- 
cept holiness. They're materialists. 
I don’t mean you shouldn’t pray 
for what you need. But you're a 
materialist if you don’t realize that 
what you need most is sanctity; 
that your chief business *n life is 
to become a saint, and to help 
others to do likewise. 


Father, Too 


Take a father who wants his son 
to be a doctor or a lawyer, and 
raises the roof if the kid prefers 


‘ to be a priest. Well! 


I once saw a person dedicated 
to religion pull a little girl out of 
a procession in church because the 
white stockings she wore weren't 
exactly like those of all the other 
little girls. That, folks, is material- 
ism; and God doesn’t like it. The 
stockings were more important 
than a child’s heart. 


It’s materialism also when a 
Catholic society, like the Holy 
Name or whatever, devotes all its 
sessions to sports, movies or such- 
like. 


The test is really very simple. 
What’s your outlook on life? Do 
you see it from the point of view 
of now, or of forever? 


If you snatch your kids bald for 
breaking a whatnot, and make the 
whole family miserable over such 


accidents, you're a materialist; and 


that means you're silly. 
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Your Child’s Character Pattern 


OBEDIENCE 


Sister Mary, I.H.M. 


BEDIENCE. How the word 

and the concept for which it 
stands have been battered about 
within the last two generations! 
Our grandfathers knew a_ rigid 
puritanical, concept of it. In that 
day, father’s word was law just 
because he pronounced it. If fath- 
er said, “Black is white,” then 
black was white. If father was 
arbitrary in what he demanded no 
one, not even mother, dared ques- 
tion the unreasonableness of what 
he said or commanded. 


Not one, but most fathers, were 
afflicted with this unsound, ego- 
centered concept of authority and 
obedience. It was the accepted 
eoncept of authority in that period. 
No wonder the period in which it 
held was marked by revolutionary 
disorders. No wonder, either, that 
we have seen a swing to the other 
extreme following it. 


-. A mother who is probably in 
the middle of her thirties remark- 
ed in one of my classes the other 
day, “Sister, when do we parents 
come into our authority? When 
we were children our parents and 
teachers told us what to do and 
we did it. Now the children tell 


us what to do and we do that. 
When is our turn?” 


Because the puritanical concept 
of authority was extreme and un- 
sound, the pendulum has swung in 
a wide arc. This opposite ex- 
treme, no respect for authority, is, 
of course, equally unsound. 


Authority Abdicated 


Modern psychology, that is, 
psychology in the past thirty 
years, has swung into the extreme, 
advocating no authority, no re- 
straint, no direction for the child 
as he grows and develops. The 
one exception to this seemed to be 
the imposing on the infant of a 
strict, arbitrary routine. One moth- 
er who has had special training 
in psychology and who worked, 
previous to her marriage, as assist- 
ant to a psychiatrist with extreme- 
ly modern views on child training, 
remarked in a discussion the other 
day, “Well, what right have I to 
punish my child, to slap him? If 
I did, I would expect that he 
would slap me back—and he would 
be justified in doing so.” This 
mother has completely abdicated 
her authority in favor of the im- 
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pulsive, animal tendencies of her 
child! 

Every child because he is a 
human being, has a right to be 
governed by reason. In the years 
when his own rational powers are 
potential, or only weakly active, 
the reason which governs him 
must be that of his parents. As his 
own powers develop, his power to 
know the truth and do the right, 
his intellect and will, his own au- 
thority over his actions and _ re- 
sponsibility for them, must be 
placed in his own hands. 

Step by step through the years, 
parents withdraw and the child 
takes over. St. John the Baptist’s 
words relative to our Lord’s au- 
thority fit here, perfectly: He 
must increase, I must decrease. 
Yes, year by year, the child must 
increase both in authority over 
and responsibility for his actions; 
year by year parents must de- 
crease their authority over him, 
letting him be increasingly “on his 
own.” 

The puritanical concept of fifty 
years ago erred because parents 
did not yield to the child at any 
stage of development, any of their 
authority over him. Grown sons 
and daughters as long as they re- 
mained at home, were treated as 
children. It is easy to understand 
how a legend on the necessity of 
a young man “sowing his wild 
oats” should grow up and be ac- 
cepted in this society. Once the 
pressure was off him, that is, when 


he left home, the individual had 
power but he did not know how 
to use it. He went wild for a 
while. 


Women did not suffer this disad- 
vantage because they remained 
children, merely transferring from 
“papa’s” authority to that of the 
husband. 


The so-called modern psychol- 
ogy—the psychology of the pro- 
gressive school or the psychology 
of the psychoanalytic school which 
fears repression as the great psy- 
chological evil at the same time 
that it confuses repression with 
discipline — the so-called modern 
psychology errs, as did the puri- 
tanical school, because it puts au- 
thority into the hands of a child 
without reference to the develop- 
ment of his reason or his ability 
to take responsibility. 


A Child of God 


From the standpoint of the 
physical aspects of his nature 
alone, without considering his dig- 
nity as a child of God, the human 
being is the most intricate, the 
most baffling of all mechanisms. 
Our age of science gives us a very 
tangible, if not the greatest, les- 
son in the nature and necessity of. 
obedience. " 


If man wishes to rule nature, 
he can do so only by studying her 
laws and then obeying them ex- 
actly. Obedience to the laws of 
the universe places in the hands 
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of man the key to the rule of the 
universe. 


The physical laws of the uni- 
verse are part of the great plan of 
creation which Christians through 
the ages have called the Divine 
Plan. Man in his physical nature 
is one with inorganic matter as 
well as with vegetative and animal 
creation. If he is to have physical 
health he must be taught to obey 
the physical laws which govern 
these orders of creation. 


The doctor, the nurse, the pub- 
lic health expert spend years of 
study in order to learn these laws. 
The psychologist, the logician, the 
sociologist, the philosopher, all 
spend years of study, also, in an 


effort to attain to a knowledge of 
the laws governing man’s rational 
nature. Only when these laws 
are known and obeyed can indi- 
vidual men and_ society move 
smoothly. The chaos of modern 
society and the unhappiness of 
many people today, more or less 
successfully concealed, are evi- 
dences of what happens when 
knowledge of, and obedience to 
law are lost in the rational order. 
The moral chaos, the almost 
complete lack of spiritual appre- 
ciation, as shown in an excessive 
concern for material values and 
lack of interest in religion are. 
evidence of what happens when’ 
knowledge of and obedience to 
law are lost in society at large. 


God’s Interest In Marriage 


The half-serious, half-fooling teen-agers who used to chant, 
“Oh good St. Ann, send me a man as quick as you can in a 
Chevvy sedan,” were wiser than they knew. 


For, reverent or not, they were showing some understanding 
of the fact that heaven has more than a passing interest in 


happy marriages. 


This is pretty thoroughly forgotten by individuals who act 
as though Almighty God had no interest in marriage, and even __ 


less in courtship. 


Nothing could be further from the truth. God raised mar- 


riage to the status of a sacrament, thereby demonstrating His 
keen interest and intimate concern with all that occurs in 
courtship and all that happens in marriage. Or, to put it dif; °- 
ferently but no less accurately, marriage is a vocation, a voca’ . >! 
tion representing a distinct call from God Himself.—Catholic. | | 


Light. 
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Story of a Prayer 
‘Hail, Holy Queen’ 


- Rev. Edwin L. Haeussler, 0.S.A. 


ERMAN, the son of Count 

Wolfenrod, was not like other 
children. He was born lame and 
was never able to walk. His moth- 
er watched over him tenderly, oft- 
en comforting him during the long 
nights of pain. How he envied 
the other boys who could walk 
and run in the streets! He tried 
very hard to walk, but was never 
able to use his stiff little legs. Deep 
sorrow entered his soul because 
he knew that he could never be- 
come a soldier and fight for his 
king. 


In these hours of sadness, Hil- 
trude, his mother, understood 
what was going on in the mind 
and heart of her son, and she 
knew how to console him. She 
would touch has hands and smile 
at him with her bright blue eyes 
so that his eyes would light up 
and shine like stars. The nearness 
of his mother made him forget 
his pain and he would become 
eheerful and happy. On quiet 
evenings his mother talked to him 
about God, his Father in Heaven, 
and about. Jesus and the beautiful 
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mother of Jesus. Faith in Ged 
helped the boy gain confidence in 
himself and he no longer envied 
the boys who could walk and play. 


At the age of seven, Herman 
was taken to a school which was 
conducted by the monks in the 
monastery of Reichenau near Lake 
Constance. God had given Her- 
man a keen mind and a kind heart, 
so that he was well liked by his 
teachers and classmates. During 
recreation time, the boys swam in 
the lake or scouted the nearby 
woods while Herman sat quietly in 
the monastery garden. He was no 
longer sad, because he felt the 
sympathetic nearness of his mother 
looking at him with her smiling 
eyes. One day when he was alone 
in the garden, he saw the image 
of the Blessed Mother, resembling 
the features of his own mother; 
her spotless beauty enraptured his 
soul and held his heart forever en- 
chanted. 


Out Of The Heart... 


Despite his physical illness, 
Herman became a monk and a 
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great theologian. His eyes spark- 
led with joy because he could 
now serve a great King and a 
beautiful Queen, whom he was 
allowed to call mother. And when 
he thought of their kingdom in 
heaven, the earth appeared to be 
a land of exile and a valley of 
tears, 

At one time, during his medita- 
tions, a longing for heaven filled 
his heart, and he moved, painfully 
and with great effort, into the 
chapel. He began to sing in honor 
of the Blessed Lady, “Hail, Holy 
Queen, Mother of mercy!” And 
thinking of the misery of this 
world, he continued, composing 
his song as he became aware of 
his nearness to the Blessed Moth- 
er, “To thee do we cry, poor ban- 
ished children of Eve; to thee do 
we send up our sighs, mourning 
and weeping in this valley of 
tears.” 

Knowing that this mother is so 
good and does not despise any 
sinner, he called her “Advocate.” 
And since he knew that the spark- 
ling eyes of his earthly mother 
had made him happy and cheerful, 
especially when darkness was 
around him, he implored, “Turn, 
most gracious Advocate, thine 
eyes of mercy toward us; and after 
this our exile show unto us the 
Blessed Fruit of thy womb, Jesus.” 


Here he ended his singing. He 
had chanted with such fervor that 
he did not notice that the monks 
had entered the chapel and were 
listening to his song. They had 
never before heard Herman sing- 
ing so well and were anxious to 
learn the song from him. From 
that day forward, the beautiful 
“Hail, Holy Queen” was chanted 
daily in the monastery church. 
Soon, all over the world, people 
were singing this hymn in honor 
of Mary. 


About one hundred years after 
the death of Herman, another gal- 
lant knight of Our Blessed Lady, 
St. Bernard of Clairvaux, came to 
Speyer to preach the crusades 
against the infidels. On _ enter- 
ing the Imperial Cathedral of the 
Rhein, the congregation of the 
faithful chanted the “Hail, Holy 
Queen.” The melodious chant 
seized Bernard completely and 
overpowered by ecstatic rapture, 
he rendered his own tender hom- 
age to Mary by adding “O cle- 
ment, O pious, O sweet Virgin 
Mary.” 


The lips of these monks have 
ceased to sing, but from the lips 
and hearts of all the faithful 
throughout the Cathedral of the 
World, echoes the melody of their 
chant, “Hail, Holy Queen.” 


“Believe me, mortification of the senses—of sight, hearing, 
and the tongue—is more beneficial than wearing a chain of 
iron or a hairshirt.”—St. Francis de Sales. 
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For Goodness Sake 


Requiescat in Pace 


Rae Cannon 


|_AZARUS had nothing on me. 
Since the girls have been 
learning the Requiem Mass at 
school, the tempo of our temple is 
geared to its melancholy dirge. We 
waken to hums of “Dona eis req- 
uiem,” and fall asleep to the mur- 
mur of “Requiescat in pace.” 


Even their everyday conversa- 
tion has_ taken on funeral over- 
tones. A scrap of Mary Ann’s 
phone chit-chat, 

“Oh, kid, I almost died this af- 
ternoon. . .” 

Rick’s Oliver Twist plea at the 
door, “Hey Mom, I’m dyin’ for a 
drink of water.” 

Add to that Cathy’s off key 
coloratura’ soprano rendition of 
“I’m a Stranger in Paradise” and 
you have a faint idea of what I 
mean. We're all doin’ it. 

Bill announced — this morning, 
“The fire’s dead. I'll take out the 
ashes at noon.” 

“Oh, look,” I mourned, “my be- 
gonia’s dying.” 

Even Baskerville is in the spirit 
of the thing, burying bones right 
and left. 

Today was the climax. 

In sheer ennui I let the children 


deck me out as I sprawled couch- 
wise in the late afternoon. Artifi- 
cial cherries snuggled in my hair. 
Three rosaries and two chaplets 
spiraled my clasped hands at the 
midriff. While all this folderol was 
occupying them I didn’t have to 
say a word. It was heavenly. In 
fact, I wasn’t supposed to say a 
word. I was dead. 


In the midst of the solemnity of 
their Requiem chanting, genuflect- 
ing, and holy watering, Kee ans- 
wered a knock at the door. 

“Is your Mommy at home?” 
queried a placid feminine voice. 

“Yes, but she’s dead,” whisper- 
ed Kee loudly. “I'll tell her you 
want to see her though.” 

“Oh, no,” hastily interrupted the 
caller. There were agitated gulps 
in her voice now. 

Rick and Cathy were muffling 
their giggles. I Houdinied myself 
out of the rosaries and _ hastily 
stumbled to the door, trailing the 
mosquito netting shroud from one 
shoulder. 

A: watery frightened smile was 
all I glimpsed of my visitor as she 
scuttled down the steps. 

' “Now, what’s the matter with 
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her,” I thought. “Surely, she must 
have known Kee was playing a 
game.” 

And then I saw myself in the 
mirror. 

A spray of cherries perched 


crazily atop my wildly tousled 
hair, and Id forgotten about the 
mustache Cathy had painted un- 
der my nose. 

I hope the girls begin learning 
the Easter Mass soon. 


The Reernal Grab 


One day Abraham Lincoln was walking along a street ia 
his home town of Springfield, Illinois, with his two small sons, 

’ both of whom were crying lustily. 
A neighbor stopped and inquired, “What is the matter with 


the boys?” 


“Just the same as what’s the matter with the whole world!” 
replied Lincoln. “I’ve got three walnuts and each one of the 


boys wants two.” 


—Friendly Chat 


“We manage fo put a little aside each 
week - whenever we can borrow it” 


: 


Going steady? Engaged? 


BOOKS FOR 


Nearly-Weds 


Helpful reading for 


those who plan to marry 


How to Get Married 


This recent 30-page booklet is popular among young people 
because it is written in their own language. Here are frank, 
down-to-earth discussions and valuable information concern- 
ing elopements, secret and mixed marriages, the engagement 
promises, the Banns, the Ceremony and Nuptial Mass, special 
blessings — and more! 

per copy 


More good reading for our modern youth 


(J The Rosary and My Vocation 
Catholic Marriage: How achieve it? ( Falling in Love 
Marriage: Catholic or Mixed? () Youth and Chastity 
(0 The Catholic Girl Examines Her Conscience 
So You Think You’re in Love! (] Love For Keeps 
(0 The Catholic Boy Examines His Conscience 
Boy Meets Girl [] Is The Church Woman’‘s Enemy? 
Don’t Kid Yourself About Drink [] Drinking Is Dangerous 
Watch Your Habits [] Shall | Marry a Non-Catholic? 
Catholic Women In The Home (J Until Death Do Us Part 
How Love Helps You [] The Wedding Service in English 
() Short Prayers for Busy People 
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Select Any 3 For Only 25c 
Any 16 booklets for $1.00! 
Check this ad. Send it along as your order blank 


Our Sunday Visitor Huntington, Ind‘ana 
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Now the seeds 


OF CONVERSIONS! 


YOU—in every-day life, can 
start untold hundreds of non- 
Catholics toward curiosity, 
interest and conversion. And 
it’s so simple and easy! 


Use this novel plan to encourage converts! 
OurR SUNDAY VISITOR has made up a special packet 
of 16 pocket-size booklets on Catholic subjects but written 
with special appeal for non-Catholics. An investment of 
--. only $1.00 for these 16 booklets may win a convert—might 
i start many on their way to Christ! 


When you leave copies of these instructive booklets 
| in trains, buses, stores, shopping centers and other public 
places, they are bound to be picked up and READ! Plan 

= A has begun! The results of your own private crusade will 
a be measured in Heaven! Order enough sets now to begin 
your personal missionary work in earnest .. . 


EACH SET CONTAINS THESE POPULAR BOOKLETS: 


THE TruTH ABOUT CATHOLICS ARE You SINCERE? 
Now, HEAR Our SIDE : FRAMEWORK OF CATHOLIC BELIEF 


| Does It MATTER MUCH 
} Wat MAn BELIEVES? SHORT PRAYERS FOR BUSY PEOPLE 


Is ONE RELIGION Story Or THE BIBLE 
As Goop As ANOTHER? Gop’s Law: 
Wuicu Is Curist’s TRUE CHURCH? MeEasurRE OF MAN’s ConpucT 


Wuat THINK You OF CHRIST? 


THe CHuRCH OF CurRIsT INC. 
INDULGENCES: WHAT ARE THEY? : 
Gop’s PLAN FOR YOUR SALVATION 


FACT OR FICTION? THAT BACKWARD COLLAR 


ONLY $1.00 for each set of these 16 booklets 


Order from the Book Department, 


Our Sunday Visitor HUNTINGTON, INDIANA 
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